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SILENT IS THE VISTULA 




CHAPTER 


THE IMPENDING HOUR 


I LOCKED THE DOOR of my apartment and hur- 
ned down die four flights, past my tobacco shop on the 
ground floor. I did not want to be late for the Mass at the 
Holy Cross Church. Not on this day. 

Ihe August sun was high in the sky even though it was 
early morning. A soft breeze from die Vistula eased die 
stram of the imslept mght So many things had to be 
done. I was tired, very tired, but not excited or nervous. 

People were streaming up Obozna Street. Probably they 
were going to services, too. 

The church was filled to overflowing. My old school 
teacher, Fadier “Missy,” said the Mass. It was so quiet I 
could hear the flutter of a litde bird that flew into the 
church. At the clear, insistent tolling of the bells people 
fell on their knees on the bare floor. The faces that morn- 
ing were solenm, yet free from worry or fear. People were 
so intent on prayer one could almost hear their thoughts 

Somehow, I could not pray. Not the way I should. I 
looked at the statue of Our Lady and tned to tell her 
wordlessly what was going to happen that day. I thought 
of Barbarka. I hoped that she could be kept out of it all. 
Was it not enough that my two brothers and both my 
sisters and I were all in the Home Army? Living often in 
hiding, every day m danger, going throu^ the grind of 
the (^stapo more than once, seeing death and torture 
so often that our minds and hearts were poisoned with 
it, bearing what all people of Poland had to bear these 
years: cold, hunger, misery and German persecution. 
Were we not enough? Must I give up my litUe ^1, too? 

Father “Missy” in his red chasuble turned toward m 
and opened his arms: “Orate, Fratesr he called, and 
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imnaii hearts ralhed at the call, lifted up m faith, in 
prayer and in hope 

The Mass over, Andrew and Scholar joined me at the 
door of the church, 

“Well, what are your plans for the day?” I asked. 

“Don’t you know'^ 

“Of course!” I shrugged my shoulders. “I mean, are 
you coming with me now^ 111 give you some breakfast 
Then well go our ways I have a briefing at nine, any- 
way.” 

“Whew!” Scholar clucked his tongue. “Don’t you sound 
important!” 

We got to Topiel Street, and started climbing up. The 
house Barbarka and I hved in, second from the comer 
of Obozna Street that ran along the University groxmds, 
had been through the Siege of Warsaw in 1939. It wasn’t 
badly damaged, but the staircase had not been repaired 
durmg the past five years. In the lobby downstairs timid 
grass and bare earth pushed their way in between the 
marble blocls. At the door of my fourth-floor apartment a 
cunmng alarm had been installed in 1942 that a stranger 
standing at the door could not fail to set off. 

I had three rooms, small but “well appointed,” as 
Scholar used to say. And yet we found enough space 
to store two field cots (which were made up to resemble 
a small table in the kitchen, complete with a cloth and a 
vase of flowers), three studio couches, two rubber mat- 
tress^ that distobed one with memories of happy pre- 
war canoe trips and sunny nverbanks, and finally eleven 
mattresses, cleverly constracted of impregnated paper. 
The only trouble with them was they had to be inflated 
every two houm or so, which did not permit a long rest, 
unless one prrferred to deep on the bare floor or on my 
Smyrna rug. Besides this beddmg equipment, actually 
used by an amazmg number of people, we had contrived 
a few excellent hidmg places, small and large, such as 
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stool legs in wlndb we kept money and valuable papers 
and larder shelves with mvisible drawers Such items as a 
contamer filled with some ten gallons of gasohne or a 
pair of bicycles had their own, though inconspicuous, 
comers. 

My small apartment buzzed widi people that mommg 
For three days now I had quartered thirty boys of 
Sergeant Zdun’s unit Zdun was tall and gaunt, with a 
long mustache, and hair bleached by the sun m the fields 
of his farm On July 26th he had left his village to brmg 
to War^w the load of potatoes requisifaoned by the 
Germans. He was really supposed to brmg it m April, 
but “couldn’t make it.” The Underground had issued an 
order. "Whatever you must give to the Germans, give 
as late as possible and of the worst possible quality, or 
do not give at all” Zdun, in this case, decided to give 
late. On July 27, 1944, he brought into Warsaw ten carts 
of potatoes, along with thirty boys of the Home Army, 
hidden m tibe carts. He parked them at my place which 
had never felt more like a can of sardm^. 

Andrew greeted my “gu«te” the way schoolboys do, 
shufflmg his feet, his childish dimples deepening in a shy 
smile. But m his brown eyes there was the look of a 
seasoned soldier, grave and unsmilmg. 

“Hello, boys, how about some food?” I said. 

“Breakfast for madame and her retinue!” called the 
Beanpole, clappmg his hands gravely and assmnmg the 
duties of a major-domo. 

Beanpole was straight, tall and painfully thin. He was 
cross-eyed and his right ear was missing. It had been 
chopped off by a drunken German m Duesseldorf, back in 
1940, when Beanpole was m the prison camp there. The 
German had wanted to send the ear to his fiancee as a 
souvenir. Uurmg a Bntish air raid Beanpole escaped and 
reached Warsaw in a pitiful state, where he jomed the 
Underground. 
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“Skeleton promises us a cup of your excellent acom 
coffee, madame, and four potato cakes apiece,” Beanpole 
announced 

“A seat for the lady,” called Voytek, himself sprawlmg 
in the soft armchair vsuth a copy of The Fatal Pin, a novel 
which made him burst out laughmg every now and then 
Voytek was my favorite We used to study medicme 
together imder Doctor Zorash Too bad, I thought, that 
he was assigned to a different sector on this day 

“You see what pigs they are,” Voytek turned to me 
•without budgmg “You’d think they’d move for you 
wouldn’t you?” 

Scholar moved over on the couch to make room for 
me We munched Skeleton’s potato cakes and talked non- 
sense until Zdun got up and stretched his long bones. 

"Enough dawdhng,” he said. “Let’s go ” 

The first group had to go to their posts in the Old Town 
The second was to follow upon the receipt of this tele- 
phone message “Maryla -will be home this afternoon ” 

They left by threes so as not to attract attention We 
heard their steps on the stairs. The next three counted 
fifteen before lea'vmg 

“Good-bye, Anen Should anything happen, don’t let 
us die of loss of blood. You won’t spare lodme, •wdl you?” 

Now, waiting for the telephone call. Scholar and An- 
drew got on their knees in my room, trymg to wash the 
floor. Scholar tried to persuade me that there is nothing 
like gasoline for cleanmg floors He was different from 
other boys. He never laughed the way otibers did, and 
yet he managed not to be melancholy He was com- 
pletely dependable and trustworthy. His wife had been 
killed by the Germans six months after they had been 
mamed They caught her in a manhunt in the street 
when she was going home from Our Saviour’s Church 
one mommg. Scholar did not talk mucdi. He was twenty- 
seven. ^ 
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“Get out!” I heard Andrews voice from my room- “I 
got to wipe off that dirt you left in the comer, you 
slacker ” 

“When did you get to love deanliness so muchi*” Voytek 
drawled. 

The telephone rang I felt my throat tighten. This 
should be the signal for the second group to leave. Slowly 
I reached for the receiver. My hand felt numb, as if it 
did not belong to me. 

“HeUo.” 

“Maryla asked me to tell you that she will be home 
this afternoon.” 

“Thank you very much” 

I breathed deeply My hand became a part of me again. 
The numbness was gone. 

The second group left then. Again good-byes and good- 
lucks and may-God-keep-yous. 

At the gate of our house the twelve-year-old Yurek, 
son of the shoemaker from Browama Street, and ffie 
eleven-year-old Yanek Solata, son of the janitor, kept 
guard. In case of danger, the two boys were to whistle. 
They shifted on their feet and looked around and were 
a trttte disappointed because everything seemed all ri^t, 
and they codd not engage in any glorious and perilous 
deeds. 

The third group was now leaving. The last one. The 
kitchen was deaned up and Scholar even finished somb- 
bmg the floor in my room. Voytek got up. The Fatal Fin 
still in his hand. 

“Hey, soldier, you going on a vacation with that book?” 
someone laughed 

Vo3rtek looked hurt and puzded by this lack of under- 
standing. 

“Ill have time to finish it on tihe barricade," he es- 
pkined 

Only Andrew and Scholar remained They went into 
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Baibarka’s room to pack the hand grenades which they 
were to take to the post on Pieracla Street. Lying on the 
couch in my room, before gomg to the briefing, I heard 
the rustle of shavmgs They were packing the grenades 
as if they were wme bottles 
H alf an hour more and I, too, would have to go. I lay 
quietly, eyes half closed. When I shut my eyes tight, I 
could see Zdun’s boys going to their posts By now I 
knew them so well The first two groups were walkmg 
to Miodowa Street. I could see Voytek stoppmg before a 
florist s wmdow He will send me red and white tuhps, as 
usual. 

I could see Sergeant Zdun, plowmg ahead heavily Every 
once in a while he would stop and look back, chewing on 
his mustache. He certainly knew how to play the role of a 
“dumb peasant ” And there was Stashek, conspicuous in 
his white peasant garb, girded with the belt his grand- 
father had worn in the Insurrection of 1863 His black 
German army boots were highly polished; they used to 
belong to one of the many Germans Stashek had tracked 
down m the forest not far from his village. 

I could see die third group catdung “Number 16 ” The 
trolley was overcrowded. The streets were teeming with 
people The third group joined with other umts bound 
for die Brudno Cemetery, one of the most difficult sectors 
But the cemetery was beautiful, with its green trees and 
flowers and birds a place to die m— if you must. 

Scholar came to the door of my room 
"What is it. Scholar^ 

"We’ve finished.” 

"Leavmg now?” 

"Yes. And you?” 

“In ten mmutes ” 

“Well see you at Uyazdov at four-thirty then ” 

“That’s right. Good-bye, boys ” 

“Good-bye, Anen.” 
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The doorbell rang shrilly I tiptoed to the hall and 
peered through the Judas m my door A messenger with 
flowers From Voytek I was right, after alL Except that 
this time he did not send red and white tuhps, but red 
roses As red as the blood to be shed today. 

I stood undecided before my open closet: which dress 
should I put onl^ In the afternoon I’d have to change to 
my uniform anyway, I decided on a white dress, hand- 
woven by Maria the way our great-grandmothers used to 
weave. The dress was so immaculately white, and I knew 
how soiled it would become before the day was over, that 
I broke mto moody imaginings again. But I checked my- 
self quickly I just had time to call up Barbarka before 
gomg to my briefing 

“Good mommg, darling Have you slept wefll^’ 

“Mummyl” squealed Barbarka into my ear “Can I go 
home todayl*” 

“Yes, dear. In fact, Td like you to stay at home all day 
I’m going out now, but will be back by two ” 

“Can’t I see you before you go, Mummy?” 

‘Ts it important, Barkarka? Couldn’t we talk later^’ I 
felt a little impatient note areep mto my voice What did 
a thirteen-year-old have to say just at this pomt that was 
so importamt? 

“On, but it is important. Mummy” 

“All nght, dear I’ll meet you at the Pomianowski Cafe. 
It’ll be on my way, anyway.” 

“How soon. Mummy?” 

“In fifteen minutes. I’m leaving now.” 

Then I looked at our Persian cat, Kaytek, and felt 
generous. 

“Get a pound of horse meat for Kaytek, on your way 
home,” I said before hangmg up 

Poor Kaytek, he won’t have his meat for long There 
won’t be any for him tomorrow, or the day after tomorrow, 
either. 
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Around die statue of Copernicus-sitting there sedately 
with his globe, as if conscious of the unique distinction of 
having been declared “Vollcsdeutsche” by tihe Nazis— 
pigeons exchanged their daily gossip and a couple of 
droshlds dozed peacefully, the horses burymg their noses 
in their bags of oats. 

On the comer of Obozna Street, Dorota crouched as 
usual over her basket of flowers. Dorota was a very brave 
woman, a widow with three children, all m the Home 
Army. It flitted through my head I wonder what post 
she’s assigned to today? 

“Good morning, Dorofa,” I said 

“Good mommg, madame. What will it be today? Vio- 

hif 

“Give me a nice bunch, please ” 

Dorota bent over her basket to pick out the nicest 
flowers Without raising her head, she whispered 

“There are spotters inside the gate of No. 6. Four of 
them.” 

"Thank you, Dorota. If anything ccanes up I’ll be at 
the Pomianovreld GafA You may c^ me up diere. These 
are lovely flowers. Thank you.” 

I CTOssed Napoleon Square and caught the trolley up- 
town. The conductor wound his way labonously through 
the tightly packed car. 

“Come on, ladies and gentlemen. If anyone’s willing to 
pay, m take the fare, please,” he called cheerfully. 

Practically no one paid the fare these days m Warsaw 
That is, people did pay, but without taking their tickets 
from the conductor who then could sell the same ticket 
ten times over and more in a day This system had been 
devised because the conductors were very poorly paid 
and it was one more way in which people comd help one 
another, fooling the Germans at the same tune. The 
Germans would get raging mad about this trolley busi- 
ness. Th^ tried many a time, always unsuccessf^y, to 
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put a stop to it with, the help of “foxes”— as we called the 
V olksdeutsche who, though Pohsh citizens, declared them- 
selves of German blood to gam extensive privileges. These 
informers were invariably thrown out of the trolleys flat 
on their faces, without even knowmg who struck or pushed 
them, for a crowd would immediately surround the culprit 
to enable him to disappear m safety. 

Barbarka was waiting for me Before the war the cafd 
used to be crowded every day. Now it was almost empty, 
but it still retamed its charm The Germans never came 
here, except for the spies whom one could not fad to 
spot anyway They were a unique brand of human crea- 
tures, trymg to look either like ruffians from the country 
marvehng at everythmg in the big city or hke blase 
cosmopoutans interested in nothmg but the huge sheet 
of newspaper covering their faces up to the shifting eyes 

“Hi, Barbarka! Hows the daughter?” 

“I got to tell you something. Mummy,” said Barbarka 

“CoflFee, please,” I told the waitress, wnnlding up my 
nose at the thought of the barley coffee they served at 
Pomianowski s nowadays "What is it, deari^” 

“I can’t stay home this afternoon I have to go . . to go 
... to work ” 

“To worki^ Barbarka, what are you talking about?” 

"Well ... to my post ” 

“At what fame?” 

I heard my voice then, and it sounded calm. Yet I could 
hear my heart poundmg 

“At five o’clock I have to be there,” Barbarka spoke 
evenly, without hesitation, and her own brown eyes looked 
straight into mine. 

I knew I coidd not fail her then That frail human hope 
of savmg a life that was dearest above all no longer mat- 
tered 

“I’m going, too,” I heard my voice saymg It was still 
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“I know,” Barbarka s voice answered. 

The barley cofiFee had grown cold and imdrinkable. 

“Stop over at the church to say a prayer,” I said. “TU 
see you at home around two o’clock.” 

Barbarka nodded gravely. There is something in us 
that cannot be labeled or named I felt it then, this miracle 
of Barbarkas life that I, myself, was ready to brmg m a 
supreme sacrifice to the German bullets. 

“Come on Barbarka. IT! have to go or I’ll be late.” 

It was not my hand that was numb this time. It wjs 
my heart 

At the gate of the Uyazdov Hospital they checked my 
pass carefully Tuesday was not a visitmg day. 

I walked through the shaded alleys of the hospital 
grounds toward the building of the Holy Ghost, past the 
mass grave of soldiers and civilians who had died fight- 
ing here m September, 1939. 

Christopher, an eminent surgeon and now an officer 
of the Home Army, was in command of the Uyazdov 
sector. It was under hun that I had served here in 1939, 
and it was Christopher who had drawn me mto the ranks 
of ihe Underground. After five years, I was at the same 
post and under the same commander, fighting the samft 
enemy who was now nearmg exhaustion undo: the pound- 
mg of the victorious Soviet armies across the Vistula and 
before the onrush of the triumphant Anglo-American 
forces in France. 

Up the stcme steps and into the vestibule of the Holy 
Gh(Kt buildmg I burned. In the depths of the comdor 
a small red hght burned at the door to the left. The meet- 
ing was obviously going cm m Christopher’s office. I 
knocked at the door, somewhat ashamed of being late. 

Lieutenant Kodowsld opened the door and grinned 
broadly at my apologetic air. 

“You’re not too late. Christopher’s not here yet.” 
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About twenty people were gathered in Christopber s 
room. I knew some of them, but most were strangCTS 
Colonel Malma mtroduced me The white apron of Pul- 
chercia attracted me to the comer of the room where she ’ 
sat with three other girls I knew all of them, having 
worked with each one at vanous times, but Pulchercia I 
loved best of aU. She was buy and round, with an aureole 
of blonde hair frammg her doll-like face She moved 
drowsily, as if it were a hot summer day, and her eyes 
made you think of the color of July honey 

Pulchercia was a doctor and I had met her first a couple 
of years before, when I enrolled for a secret course of 
medicme given at the Warsaw Nursmg School She lec- 
tured there at the tune. Now she was workmg m the 
administration of the German-held hospital “Omega." 
Every day she tmdged to work with some packages and 
bundles m her anhs, and quite often some gdlant German 
surgeon would help her carry them into Ihe hospital un- 
aware that she was smuggling, htde by htde, arms and 
ammunition in preparation for this day. Pulchercia’s hus- 
band was in a German pnsoner-of-war camp, and she had 
to fend for herself and her small daughter. Her brother 
had been kiUed by the Germans six weeks before. I had 
never heard Pulchercia complam Her faith in the victory 
of justice and truth was never shaken 

“Here’s Christopher,” she whispered to me "You got 
here by the skm of your teeth.” 

General Christopher, in command of tihe Uyazdov sec- 
tcff, stood in the door, filling it well with his seven-focft 
height. His white hair and hfe warm smile arrested atten- 
tion. We got up to greet him. 

“Hello, everybody,” Christopher said. His voice always 
soothed me, no matter how tired or unnerved I mi^t be. 
It had that quahty of quiet assurance which made one 
think that nothing could go wrong as long as Christopher 
was around. 
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Silence fell on the room as Christopher walked over to 
his desk. Still standing, he began to speak: 

“I shall not be the one, my dear ones, to remmd you 
of the long time we have lived under German occupation, 
or of what it has brought us These years will not be 
easily forgotten, for their memory is engraved on our 
very hearts. 

“Today b the great day. Today the people of Warsaw 
are rismg to free the capital from oppression This is our 
order, and we shall carry it out. Well have to conquer 
the city and hold on for a few days. The Soviet Army is 
expected to enter Warsaw on the fourth or fifth day of our 
Home Army’s struggle wiihm the city. Is everyone readyi^ 
Is everything dear'^ In the future, please report to Colonel 
Malina, or to myself. Or ... wherever God will permit 
you to report” 

The warmth seeped out of Christopher’s voice when he 
turned to busmess at hand. 

“Gentlemen, please report first.” 

One after another the men passed before Christopher, 
(heddng on their posts, askmg last questions. Then the 
general called on us. 

“Lieutenant Wanda, you’re taking over Group IH You 
have twenty-two nurses under you, work m two shifts. 
Ten are to be used in the field. The same sector. No 
change in orders.” 

“Yes, snr,” mapped Wanda. 

“Lieutmant Mchercia— same place God be with you, 
Puldb^cia. You’ll not have an ea^ job of it at your hospi- 
taL Don’t let them deport you nght away How many of 
our men do you have on the premises now?” 

“Seven, sir, but well armed ” 

“AH ri^t, lieutenant. Good lu(^.” 

Chistopher had to bend down very low to kiss Pul- 
chercia’s forehead. I saw she had tears in her eyes, but 
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her hps did not tremble, and her small, exquisite hands 
were steady. 

“Lieutenant Lucja, I hear you work yourself to death. 
You’d better have some rest duimg the few hours that 
remain Oh, well, you may laugh at me for saymg these 
thmgs to a seasoned soldier such as you Never mind. No 
changes in your orders, Lieutenant.” 

“Thank you, sir. I’m glad to see you in good spirits,” 
Lucja smiled. 

“How about you, Anen?” Christopher turned to me. 
“How’ s the heart? No surprises now, remember ” 

“It’s all right, sir. I don’t think it wiU bother me.” 

“It better not. Couldn’t you postpone your heart trouble 
for the duration, eh, Anen'*” 

"Yes, sir,” I said readily. 

“Get Kruk to check on it for you, will you? He’s a heart 
specialist, you know.” 

“I will, sir. Thank you, sir.” 

I shot a glance at the small, dried-up figure of Colondi 
Knik standmg behind Christopher m his bbck-nmmed 
glasses and seedy black suit He smiled at me, as if sayin]^ 
“I’D. see what I can do for you. Lieutenant” 

Suddenly Christopher seemed to recall something. 

“Aneri,” he said, “how about going over to the whole- 
sale tobacco stores to see if you can get some cigarettes 
for our men? You ought to know what strings to pull thCTe 
from your own long expenence in the business.” 

“I’ll see what I can do,” I said modestly. 

The meetmg was brealdng up. Hearty h£md . di ak^ and 
murmured words of farewell: 

“See you on the barricade.” 

“In the operating room.” 

“At the post ” 

‘If God’s willing.” 

“Keep your f^bin up and don’t waste bullets ” 
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“Don’t yourself.” 

“Good luck!” 

I went out with Pulchercia. She going to her hospi- 

tal right away, to stay there until the hour when it woidd 
become her barricade. 

The air-raid alarm wailed piercingly over the city. We 
tilted back our heads to look at the sky. Were the Soviet 
planes coining over again to bomb Warsaw?^ But the sky 
was clear and serene. Pulchercia looked at her watch. 

“Twelve o’clock, noon,” she said. “So it’s going to 
happen today.” 

The short blast of the siren faded away. In a few more 
hours the first shots would rmg out. Warsaw would once 
more join the great fight— not only for a free Poland, but 
for a new day of freedom everywhere. 

The Soviet Army had come closer to Warsaw every day. 
We had counted the miles impatiently until there were 
not enough miles left to count We heard the rumble of 
die Soviet artillery across the Vistula, and daily the Rus- 
sian planes roared overhead bombing Warsaw. We heard 
Soviet broadcasts in Polish exhorting us all to take up 
arms and help their offensive by rising within the city 
We could not fail. God was with us Right was with us. 
Our Allies were with us. Those Alhes for whose own 
freedom our Polish sons had shed their blood on the fer- 
flung battlefields of the world, in France, in Norway, in 
Libya, over England, in Italy— those AUi^ would siirely 
help us win our freedom. We could not faiL A few days, 
a few days only, separated us from victory. 

The sun was so bright that the entire city of Warsaw 
looked festive as we walked along. Thpre was no fear in 
my heart. Nothing but boundless joy that the day was 
here at last, and ^t I was pnvileged to take part in it. 

“Let’s stop at Marago,” Pulchercia said suddenly. 

“All right” ^ 

We ordered coffee, real coffee, and a huge piece of 
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cake. The staggering price, running into Irandreds of 
zlotys, did not matter any longer Tlie value of money 
ended as of this day, August 1, 1944. 

After leaving Marago Cafe, we walked in silence to 
Sikorski Avenue, where we parted Pulchercias hps felt 
salty with tears 

I walked quickly toward the central tobacco store on 
Nowogrodzka Street Captam Richard, one of our men, 
was there 

‘How about some cigarettes for my sector, Richardi^” 

“Nothing doing My orders are nothing for mdividual 
units The Chief Quartermaster took five milhon cigar- 
ettes an hour ago Your men will get their share, too ” 

It was higb tune to go home Barbarb was waiting 
there. In two hours we would have to part agam, God 
knows for how long this time I burned home. 

Suddenly... shotsl 

They seemed to come from Widok Street, from Moni- 
uszko Street, from everywhere. A dark green German 
truck full of police and machme guns bounced mto the 
street 

A cold hand gripped my heart 

“Somethmg went wrong Someone must have betrayed 
us,” flashed through my mmd. I ran homeward, and run- 
ning, I prayed. 



CHAPTER 


THE FIRST DAY 


T 

i OPiEL siBEET WAS QtJiET I ran into the gate 
of No 27 and the foin: flights. All out of breatib, I 
knocked at my own door. 

Barbarka’s round childish face smiled at me. 

"Dinner’s ready. Mummy. I cooked it myself. And Mr. 
Yanek’s here to say good-bye. He is going, too ” 

Yanel^ co-owner of my tobacco shop, was also an 
officer in the Home Army. He stopped over to see us 
before reporting to his post. 

Barbarka had done herself proud widi dinner. I was 
to remember it lon^gly in the days to come vegetable 
soup and dumphngs with oisp fried onion. The dump- 
lings were slightly on the sticky side, but we did not 
care. 

It was ten after three when I gathered my small bimdle: 
soap and towel, toothbrush, and a light blanket. After 
all, the uprising was to last only five days. 

"Let’s go,” I said to Yanek “Barbarka has to wait for 
another girl who is coming for her.” 

Barbarka kissed me. She threw her arms around my 
neck and embraced me vehemently. She did not cry. 

“Orders are orders. Mummy, aren’t they?” she said. 
Her voice was stic^ like those dumplings we ate. 

Yanek stroked her blonde pigtails. 

“Cheerio, Barbarkal” he snm^. But his voice... well, 
too, had ^ten the dumplings. 

My hand on the doorknob, I was about to step out, 
when shots rang again, this time on our street I dashed 
over to flhe balccaiy of my room and looked out Across 
the street Nela Anleg leaned out of the window, peermg 
anxiously. The shots were pourmg into Topiel Street from 
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two directions, but we could not see who was shooting. 

“Nelal What do you think is going on^” I yelled across 
the street It was useless to keep up pretenses any longer. 

“I don’t know. I’m sure What tune do you have?” 

“Three-fifteen. What tune do you have^^’ 

“Same It could not have begun, could it?” 

Yanek and I ran downstairs We had to get to our 
posts fast if it was still possible to get through. 

On Cicha Street, two blocks away, we had to duck 
The Germans were spraymg it from machme guns We 
withdrew from Topiel Street, trymg to figure out another 
road to take, when we ran mto a sm^ band of men 
emergmg from Tamka Street There were six of them, 
armed with rifles and hand grenades fastened at their 
belts Yanek wheeled around and pulled out his revolver. 
I tugged at his sleeve. 

“Yanek, these are ours ” 

The men displayed the red-and-white armbands of the 
Home Army on the sleeves of their civilian coats. It was 
exhilarating. A thought was buzzmg in my brain; “Have 
I missed the hour?” 

A voice cried out; “Lie down, damn you, lie down!” 

I fell on the pavement 'The bullets whizzed above our 
heads Then someone pulled me up none too gently. 

“She’ll be all nght,” an unfamiliar voice said, and I 
drew up indignantly. 

“I am all right,” I spoke ri^t into the bushy beard 
of a chap wearmg a red-and-white armband. “What time 
is it^ Did it start already?” 

A pair of yoimg eyes looked me over severely. 

"Who are you?” 

I produced hastily a pink slip of paper, my identity 
card, signed by Radwan All the members of the Honm 
Army received such slips just before the uprising. 

“Aneri, 2nd Lieutenant, soldier of the Home Army ” 
my card read. 
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Hxe Beard saluted gravely His card bore the pseu- 
donym Brave 

“I have the honor to report. Lieutenant, that you can- 
not pass this way.” 

I could not help chucHing. 

‘Who’s in command of tms sector'^” 

‘Xtieutenant Pobog ” 

‘What happened? Did it start earher?” 

“Probably some were too quick on the trigger ” 

“Are you sure I can’t pass through Krakowslae?” 
‘“Positive, Lieutenant” 


“Then I suppose nobody else wiU be able to get through 
here?” 


“Impossible, Lieutenant” 

I decided to go back home and set up the Red Cross 
station in my tobacco shop, which by prearrangement 
was to be run by those who could not reach their posts 
Everything m my shop had long smce been prepared 
for the occasion. 


Barbarla was home, crying. Her girl fnend had not 
come. Probably she, too, could not m^e it. 

“Come on, Barbarka, you’ll help me. We’re gomg to 
qpen the Red Cross statioiL” 

Over the door I nailed the red poster with the white 
Pohsh Eagle and the inscnption. Warsaw Upnsmg— 
August 1, 1944.” Soon the Red Cross flag was wavmg at 
the entrance. We laid out on a small table all the medical 


supplies I had. Barbarka ran upstairs to bnng the electric 
pot, and started boilmg water right away. We set up a 
makeshift bed, and even an “operating table.” 

Civilians from the neighborhood began to crowd into 
the door of the station. Many looked perplexed. Others, 
who knew about the uprising from members of their 
fa milie s takmg part in tim battle, beamed with pnde and 
enthusiasm. 



IHE FIRST DAY 19 

“Warsaw is figliting!” I called to than. “This is ihe 
uprising to set Warsaw freel” 

Ihere was a second of silence in the CTOwd of women 
and children m the doorway Just a second. Then, spon- 
taneously, they broke mto song. With radiant faces they 
sang the old patnotic hymn; 

“Poland is not t/et lost 
As long as we are alive ” 

Once the station had been opened and put in workmg 
order, I had to report to Command 2/4 I sneaked out 
through the back door to go to Tamka Street As I turned 
the first comer, I caught sight of a man in regular Poli^ 
Army uniform A sergeant in full regalia out in the open 
in Warsawl “God bless him,” I murmured. 

At the entrance to Command 2/4 a very young 
soldier stood guard He also wore the red-and-white aim- 
band of the Home Army, had a German hand grenade 
at his belt and a gun m his hand. 

"Where are you gomg, madame?” he asked with a fine 
micture of manbness and awe in his voice. 

“To the commandar What is your rank, soldier?” I 
asked, showmg him my mihtary papere. 

The lad turned crimson. He couldn’t have beai mace 

than fourteen. ^ 

“I’m a private, madame,” he said. “Company Four. 
“AH right. Let me m. I have to report to the com- 
mander.” 

Lieutenant Pobog sat at the telephone in the any 
in his “office.” I walked m, wading through the 
papers and shavmgs that httered the floor. 

Pobog’s face was serious and pale, stamped with mi^. 
He hung up the receiver and rose to greet me I idraitified 
myself md reported the circumstances under whkh I 
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had opened the Red Cross station in his sector. Pobog 
smiled. 

“Personally I don’t mmd that you couldn’t get to your 
own sector,” he said. 

“How many nurses do you have in your company. 
Lieutenant Pobog?” I asked. 

“Ten. Lieutenant Aniela is in charge of them.” 

A sturdy and broad-shouldered young man walked in. 
He cut a rather odd figure. He wore hght trousers, a 
brown coat, a red-and-wbite armband, and a heavy mih- 
tary belt with a huge pistol, his nght pocket was bulgmg 
suspiciously, probably with the cartndges for that dragon 
of a pistol 

“Lieutenant ‘Sweeper’— Lieutenant Aneri,” Pobog intro- 
duced us. “Let’s go upstairs to meet our nurses,” he said, 
giving Sweeper his instructions. 

The wooden stairs creaked mercilessly as we walked 
upstairs. The nurses’ quarters bu2zed with animated con- 
versation. The girls looked like youngsters let out of 
school 

The chatter stopped when the nurses saw us Lieu- 
tenant Aniela came up. She was twenty-six. She had left 
her two-year-old daughter with her grandmother. Her 
husband was with the Home Army, but in a difFerent 
section of the city. 

“Lieutenant Aneri has opoied the Red Cross station.” 
Pob(^ explamed. “It is included in our sector and you 
will work with Lieutenant Anen. The station is on Topic! 
Street” 

A n ie la looked me over as carefully as I did her. But 
neither of us asked any questions. It was unnecessary. 
We were together in this struggle Together— to the end. 

“Aren’t people fimny, madame?” the laundress, Mira. 
Sodol, accosted me. ‘Here I am, tellmg them so plainly 
that a cabbage head would underatand, and stiu they 
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don’t believe me Why, who’d know better than I, ma- 
dame, whats gomg on? Mrs. Kociol appealed to me 

Indeed, one could see in the agitated and bewildered 
faces surrounding us that few could bring themselves to 
believe that tomorrow we would all be free again. After 
five years of German occupation, people could not quite 
imagme that there would be no more gallows in the 
streets, that execution squads would stop lolling hostages 
and that from now on die nights would be peaceful 

“Didn’t I have stacks and stacks of linen and sheets 
and towels and pillowcases in my laundry for the past 
two weeks?” Mrs. Kociol went on “Didn’t I send them 
on to the hospitals? Why, even Mrs Solomon, you know 
tihe one whose two sons had been shot on Skarszewska 
Street, she gave me twelve sheets, and she’s not what 
you’d call a giving woman. Twelve sheets she gave me 
for the hospital, and pure linen they were, too. Do you 
know what linen sheets are^ Wounds heal better on a 
Imen sheet. Cover a man with a pure linen sheet and he 
won’t lose half the blood he would otherwise I have 
been tellmg you, people, you won’t see any more Germans 
in Warsaw And that’s the truth. You tell them,” she 
turned to me belhgerendy. 

“It’s true,” I said “This is the day we have been wait- 
ing for so long The Home Army is rising in Warsaw to 
fight for the freedom of Poland, for your freedom. You 
can all help ” 

Mrs. Kociol nodded her head approvingly. 

“What can we do?” wailed Mrs. Suched^ 

“Those of you who can leave your homes and woric 
to help the Home Army, please report tomorrow at flie 
Red Cross station, 27 Topiel Street. Come to me and 
ni give you work.” 

A young woman shook her head slowly, thinking hard. 

"Yendrek is with you, too, I guess,” ^e said, “ife tdd 
me this morning he had to go to the factory. Took a small 
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pacJcage with him, bssed me good-bye aad went away. 
He must be frightened now.... My Good Jesus,” she 
whispered. Qmet tears streamed down her cheeks. 

By five-ten, the entire city of Warsaw was ablaze with 
gunfire. Back in the Red Cross station, I moved about 
quietly, checking the two small sterilizers, die shelf with 
medicines, the blanks for the registration of the wounded 
to come. I brought down Voyteks red roses and put 
them on my desk 

The door squeaked feebly behind my back. I turned 
around A woman stood in the door. She was about fifty 
and dressed m a nurse’s apron Her eyes were rimmed 
in red, the eyelids swollen from tears. 

■“Can you use me**” she asked. T can only work part 
time I have to take care of my mother She is ei^ty- 
four But I can come in the evenings I am a Red Cross 
nurse, a surgical nurse. I nursed in 1914, 1 nursed in 1921 
and in 1939 Perhaps I can be of help now^^ My son is 
with the Home Army. I don’t know what sector he’s 
assigned to. My daughter is at the other end of town, 
in Mokotow. I can’t get to her She’s expecting her first 
baby within a week Her husband’s with tiie Home Army, 
too. Won’t you let me work with you? My name is Zofia 
Chosudolska ” 

Just when I wanted to talk with the woman, an order 
came through to report to our umts fighting at the power 
station. I dung my fimt-aid kit over my shoulder and 
rushed off wifli Aniela, leaving Zofia behind at the Red 
Cross post 

As we entered the courtyard of the main power sta- 
tfcm, we found many of our men lying there wounded, 
cursing their bad lucL The worst cases were despatched 
at once to the Ursuhne Sisters’ Hospital on Tamka Street 
«■ to the ho^ital on Smuhkowski Street run by the won- 
derfully efficient Dr. Zakubiek. The stretcher-bearers 
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would return promptly, but every time a new case was 
waitmg for them already. 

The wounded were in high spirits. 

“Damnjthe wasp that stung mel Right at the begm- 
ning, too> I heard a voice Amela bent over his leg. 

“You must have sweet blood, brother,” someone an- 
swered. 

“You bet I have. Don’t tell me it’s serious, sister.” 

I worked on my wounded under the protection of a 
pile of scrap, near the jasmine bushes. 

"Why are you hidmg me here, sister? You want to M 
me here, or what? . . .” 

The wag! He picked the ri^t moment for joking, too. 
The bullets whizzed around us madly. Inside the massive 
buildings a fight to the death, was raging. Fearing that 
the Germans might destroy the electric works before 
giving up the struggle, our units, which included men 
employed m the power station, had attacked it from 
withm that afternoon. German reinforcements were now 
commg from the other side. German carmnn were bark- 
ing from the Poniatowski Bridge near by, <m tihe Vistula 
River. What a moment for wisecracks! 

But everything was going well for us. Our men stormed 
the basements and cornered the Ge rmans there, fencing 
thftTn to surrender. Aheady a Polish flag was hoisted over 
the power station. The first Polidi flag in Powisle;, our 
quarter of Warsaw! 

Grenades whistled, but above the noise the battle 
rose the old Polish revolutionary song to greet the rad- 
and-white banner. They started smgmg it ins^e the 
buildings where the fighting had been forious; then the 
song was taken up in the courtyard; and then we picked 
it up. 

“In ihe smoke of fires. 

In ihe dmt of bloody str^eJ* 
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Chie of the nurses, Maiysia, was wounded just then 
Hiey brought her to nie and laid her on the bench under 
the jasmine bushes. She was shot in the shoulder, I 
dressed her wound and ordered her to the hospital. Mary- 
sia made an unmilitary gnmace. 

“What's tihe idea of sending me to the hospital^” she 
protested angrfly. *1 can stay here as well, with that silly 
stnatch.” 

"You’ll go, nurse,” I spoke sternly. “In three days you 
may return to work” 

“Yes, madame,” she said obediently. 

The German counter-attack from outside was g ainin g 
in strength. It was fairly quiet where we were, behind 
the walk 

“A German car is coming,” our lookout annoimced 
“Five of our men are running to meet it! One has fallen! 

. . . Another one is throwing a bimch of grenades! . . . He's 
got them! He's got them!” 

I could not stand the suspense any longer. I ran over 
to the wall and chmbed up the ladder to see for myself 
what was going on outside. A strong arm brusquely pulled 
me down. 

“These damn womeni Sticking their noses into every- 
thin g,” a voice behind me muttered. 

I wheeled around indignantly, and gasped. Before me 
stood a large, beefy man in uniform, with three stars on 
his Moulder: a captain. But wasn’t it Kojanoski, that 
same Eojanoski who kept a disreputable restaurant for 
the Gmnans not far from my house, that same brute 
who lived with a German prostitute-spy and of whom we 
had become so suspicious that we ev«i had him trailed 
for a vdiile? He— a captain of the Home Army? I had 
good reason to ga^. Captain EojanosH smiled ruefully. 

He ^ immediatefy with a couple of men to bring in 
the two Germans captured with die car outside, and to 
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save the burning vehicle, if possible, for our future use. 

The power station was m our hands It was tune to go 
back to my Red Cross station I straightened the white 
dress which I still had on, although it was now dirty, 
and my red-and-white armband. As Amela and I walk^ 
to Topiel Street, we saw people everywhere wearing the 
red-and-white armbands of the Home Army In the crowd 
far down Drewmana Street, they seemed like so many 
flowers 

I rubbed my eyes incredulously when I reached my 
station The room was full of paper bags and bundles and 
]ars and boxes and baskets,— contributions to the Red 
Cross from the entire neighborhood Lieutenant Pobog 
was sittmg qmetly on the field cot amidst all the bundles, 
awaitmg my return Carefully I picked my way between 
bags of flour and baskets of potatoes. The door behind 
me creaked With some diflScmty I turned around to see 
what looked like a huge paper bag standing on two legs 
on the threshold 

“Come m,” I said hospitably. “If you can, that is ” 

The bag moved shghtly to the rights and a head 
emerged on the left, a woman’s head. 

“I brought you some supplies for the Red Cross,” she 
said “We went from house to house on our street and 
collected food and thmgs for the boys. Here,” and she 
put her burden down on the floor 

“Thank you, mdeed,” I said. “And please thank your 
neighbors, too.” 

Then the door opened again, and I |ust stood there, a 
lump in my throat, watchmg it open and dose, open and 
dose, lettmg in people laden with sacks and baskets, 
letting them out empty-handed. They would put their 
ofiFerings down, sometimes without a word, turn and walk 
out, not waiting for any thanks. 

I shuddered at the thought of sorting out all these sup- 
plies. Besides, I had to go out with Sweeper to look over 
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fie building on the comer of Obozna and Topiel Streets, 
where Unit Two, Company Four, Group VIII, was to 
move tomorrow. The inhabitants were most cooperative 
Old Mrs. D., who could hardly walk, offered to us with- 
out any reservations her apartment, her antiques, hnens, 
larder, everythmg. 

"You can take everythmg I have for the boys,” she 
smiled serenely. ‘T won’t need any thin g ” 

“Anen, can you take care of feedmg Umt Two?” 
Sweeper asked me. 

“Yes, sir,” I said. "Oh, Lord,” I reflected “Eighly men! 
How can I ever?” 

“The men have food for today and tomorrow,” Sweeper 
said. “You don’t have to worry about them nght away.” 

Comforting thought, mdeed! Just like a man to say 
such a thing I could well imagme Sweeper used to brmg 
home to dinner unexpectedly dozens of fnends and was 
genumely surprised at his -v^e’s distress I could almost 
hear him saying, “Just whip up anything you have dear.” 

The person to consult m this emergency was Mrs. So- 
lata, the wife of our janitor. She was young, good-looking 
and mteHigent. Both she and her husband, Jozef, who had 
g<»e off tiiat day with the othbr men of ^e Home Army, 
were tried patnots. 

Mrs. Solata came out of the basement of her house, 
lookmg tired and worn out. Her eyes bore the traces of 
tears. I wondered whether to ask her, for I knew she 
would not refuse the hard job But I had no choice. 

“Could you take care of the meals for Lieutenant 
Sweeper’s Unit Two, Mrs. Solata?” I asked “Tbere are 
eighty men there I would send someone to help you 
with the worL” 

course,” she said unhesitatingly, trymg to smilp 
“But I do not have that much food.” 

“II supply the food. It’s just the cooking, Mrs. Solata.” 
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Just then an unexpected difficulty nearly overwhelmed 
me 

“Good Lord, woman, where shall we get the cauldrons 
to cook in for such a crowd?” 

“We’ll take the big laundry cauldrons,” Mrs Solata 
suggested. “But we’ll scrub them thoroughly first ” 

“I guess that’s what we’ll have to do,” I agreed humbly. 
As far as I was concerned, Mrs. Solata from now on was 
a veritable brain trust. 

When I got back to my station, I saw that Barbarka 
and Zofia had managed to sort out most of the provisions 
people had brought us We had plenty of sugar, flour, 
gnts-and vegetables from the gardens that had sprung 
up during the war in the courtyards of the apartment 
houses. And we even had a gift of five pounds of pork! 

The first reports on the progress of the fighting came 
in The news was good. In our sector, Tamka Street was 
entirely in our hands Dobra Street was cl^ed out. The 
fighting was progressing well on Smulikowski Street 
where we were attacking the Germans who held the 
building of the Social Insurance Institute. On Copernicus 
Street we suffered heavy losses, but held our positions. 
Decidedly, the news was encouraging in the fifth hour 
of the Warsaw uprismg 

People still kept coming with provisions collected in 
the neighborhood Our supphes were so plentiful that 
we decided to share them with other sectors. With the 
help of a few civilian volunteers, we began stufimg big 
paper bags. 

“May I help you, too?” a voice boomed behind me. 

I turned around to welcome Lieutenant Skala with a 
smfle, the first I had even given him. There had once 
been gfitnft misunderstanding between us. We shoc^ 
hands now. 
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*1 am very glad to see you here, Skala,” I said heartily. 

Skala beamed at me. 

“No hard feelings^” he asked 

“None whatever,” I answered “Let bygones be by- 
gones” 

With the help of Skala and a few other men, we soon 
carried nineteen sacks, about a hundred pounds each, to 
the power-station buildmgs A Home Army patrol 
stopped us a couple of blocks away. 

‘Tour password?” 

"Wdno,” I answered. “I am bringing a few civilians 
with me, with provisions for your unit ” 

“All right,” a young voice answared in die dark "You 
may go This sector is all clear.” 

The ofiBcer in command of the power station came 
forward with an extended hand I used to know him well 
socially, never suspecting he was in the Hrane Army, too 

“Fancy seemg you here,” he chortled. 

“Fancy seemg you” I laughed back “On the receiving 
end, too. We brought you some supphes. vegetables, 
sugar, fats and flour.” 

“That’s good. We have plenty of canned goods, thought- 
ftilly stor^ here by the former occupants, but none of 
your dehcacies.” 

“How many prisoners have you taken here?” I ven- 
tured. 

“About a hundred Germans and some forty Ukrainians. 
We have put them to work already. No doubt you have 
electricity m your sector.” 

“ha perfect order,” I replied, grinning with satisfac- 
tion. Throughout die years of Carman occupation we 
were furnished widi electricity only for three hours a day 

It appeared that our ofBcial pohcy was to treat the 
membas of the regular German Army as prisoners of 
war, accOTding to &e Geneva Convention, to shoot on 
the spot the G^tapo-men and SS-mai, and to hand over 
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to special courts all those accused of collaborating with 
the enemy as well as those who had declared themselves 
Volksdevtsche. 

Back at our post. Sweeper took me upstairs to intro- 
duce me to the girls of the Liaison Service In the absence 
of a regular system of army commumcations, yotmg 
womei couriers constantly risked their hves carrymg 
messages between sectors of the embattled front. There 
were four of them here. Magda and Bozenka looked 
like twins and pretended to be very mature, the way 
nmeteen-year-old girls usually do Grazyna had a soft 
smile on her round face, and soft, fluJBFy hair. Danuta was 
the leader of the group. She had long, straight hair, 
slanting dark eyes, and a dimple in her cbm. A dynamic 
personahty, she was faurly bubbling over with fightmg 
spint. Her courage was a match for the bravest soldier s, 
for Danuta was a veteran of the Home Army, having 
taken active part in counter-espionage work long before 
the Uprising. 

“Come and meet our boys now,” Sweeper said 

We went to the back room; the men gathered there 
rose to greet us. Sweeper mtroduced them to me one by 
one: “Olek. Orphan. Yanosik. Mixer. Lynx. He is my 
brother.” 

The last man held out his hand. 

“Lieutenant Sparrow.” 

Sparrow had a birdlike, yet strong, face. He was blond, 
and his gray eyes were the color of steel There was the 
quahty of steel about him, too, somethmg solid, hard, 
unbending. He did not dick his heels and bow his head 
ostentatiously the way Lynx had done. But his handshake 
was firm and friaidly. 

“Are you gomg back to the station now?” Sweeper 
asked. “Sparrow and I are going on a reconnaissance. We 
can go out together.” 

"Yes, I have to make a tour of the shelters and base- 
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ments to check whether there are any sick or wounded 
there,” I answered. 

“M nght Let’s go ” 

We Started walking down the stans, Sparrow adjusting 
his belt so the holsters would be handy The men de- 
scended first. Suddenly I became conscious of someone 
watchmg us I looked up. There was Danuta, perched 
over the staircase She was lookmg past me She watched 
Sparrow making the turn on the narrow staircase. Slowly 
her hand went up, and she made a small sign of the cross 
after him. 

It was late in the mght when I returned to the Red 
Cross station from my inspection tour of the cellars 
which were all crowded with aihng and wretched human- 
ity. I lay down on the cot to snatch some rest Dark 
clouds in the sky foreshadowed ram 

“Ram . . Good or bad for us^^’ I drought hazily as I 
was fallmg asleep. "Perhaps good The fires won’t catch 
on so easily.” 

Grenade explosiims outside went on and on, unceas- 
ingly. . . . 
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THE SECOND DAY 


Heavy thods from below awakened me at 
six-tbirty. Our men were backing dirougb the walls to 
open under^ound passages from cellar to cellar through 
die entire length of the street 

A voice, strange and muffled, unlike that of a living 
man, came from the outside; 

“Hello, hello, this is London. . . 

I jumped from my cot, not believing my own cars. 
A radio had been installed in the wmdow of No. 25, 
and now the boys were working at it to improve the 
reception. A crowd, obhvious of the rain, was listening 
m the street. 

“This is London,* the voice repeated in Polish- “We 
are with you in this fight. We know what is in your hearts 
today, for ours beat in unison with yours. Your strug^ 
will be hard and costly, but we can promise you that 
victory will be yours and victory will brmg you freedom. 
We wish we were with you nght now, but only in spirit 
can we join you on the fightmg streets of Warsaw. 

"We ^all speak to you agam at twelve o’clock, noon.* 

The broadcast ended with the same song, “In die 
Smoke of Fues,” that we had sung when the power sfei- 
don was taken. 

We stood there as if stunned. For the first time in diese 
five long years we could hear the voices of our brothers 
abroad, the voice of our government, without crouching 
in caves and hide-outs in constant fear of German dis- 
oivery. All of a sudden we felt closer to that faraway 
world which read about war over the morning cup of 
coffee, closer to the world of heedless freedcnn ii^ikh 

does not know how to treasure it 

81 
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The London broadcast was followed by an announ 
ment from oxn: own broadcasting station, recentiv 
stalled by the Home Army: ^ 

"PolesI People of Warsawl All those of you who ■ 
not yet in tibe ranks of the Home Army! We call ui 
you to ]om our figbt against the German crunioals. H 
the Home Army build barricades on your streets < 
wells, combat fires Let no one be missmg in this imo 
ficent hour of victory. ® 

“Warsaw is fighting and her streets blossom with 1 
fresh graves of her heroic soldiers. Not one drop of th 
blood must be shed in vam. 

“Right and Justice are with us Within our Polish hea 
lives die memory of these five years of serfdom. They i 
now in the past Today the Polish banners we had hidd 
so long are flymg over the buildings that are in our haiw 
And in our hands they will remam. May God help us. 

“And now a short communique : 

“We are fightmg in all the sections of the city and o 
losses are heavy Liaison between various sectors 
greatly hampered, but m general our progress is m( 
satisfactory. 

“The Germans are using tanks against our posts. Tb 
herd Polish women and children in front of the tanks 
keep us from destroymg them. On Napoleon Squai 
Captain Antefc and his unit have succeeded in kivb 
the unfortunate hostages and destroymg the tank. Ti 
Germans, Corporal Hornet and Sergeant Stenscher, m 
^en prisoner. The rest of the Tiger-tank’s crew w 
burnt to death. Captain Antek himself perished in fl 
action The commander-in-chief decorated him posii 
mously with the Cross of Valor. 

“This afternoon you wdl receive cipies of M 
papers. The Underground press will come out into tl 
open despite the great difficulties m distribution whk 
the newsboys and newsgirls are bound to encounter.”’' 
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I walked over to Mrs. Solata’s, and we quickly took 
stock of our provisions. I ordered tiie menu for the first 
dinner, vegetable soup cooked with those precious five 
pounds of pork, and gruel Two counes, what a sumptuous 
repast! 

Barbarka was waiting for me at the Red Cross station 
with a huge shce of bread and some dreadful }am made 
of carrots and beets. This jam was one of the few items 
the Germans permitted us to purchase on our ration 
coupons. Barbarka was worried. 

*1 shouldn't be here at all, Mummy,” she said solemnly. 
“I should go and try to reach my post They must ^ 
shorthanded there an 3 nvay. Don’t you think so?” 

“We have so much work nght here, Barbarka,” I an- 
swered. “But, of course, if you must go, you’ll go as somi 
as it will be possible to get through.” 

“AH right,” said Barbarka and picked up a rag to wash 
the floor of the station. 

Danuta, the spnghtly liaison girl of Unit Two, ap- 
peared with a message: “Lieutenant Aneri, please repcart 
to the commander.” 

I found quite a few people assembled in Pobog's office. 

“We must send reimorcements to Koscius 2 ko Boule- 
vard,” Pobog told us “There’s heavy fightmg there.” 

“How many men?” asked Sweeps 

“Thirty-two plus two liaison girls and five nurses.” 

I went with four other nurses. On the comer of Topfel 
and Tamka Streets we met a group of men coming from 
the general direction of the fighting. Some of the men I 
recognized immediately as hij^-rsmkmg officers. 

Through Dobra Street we made our way to Red Cross 
Street, right near the Vistula. At the comer, we saw 
German infantrymen advancing on us bdiind two Tigers. 
We scrambled for cover. 

Nearby was the Church of Saint Teresa. I went in. 
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following Sweeper, Golecz, Sparrow and a group of 
soldiers. The diurchi was crowded with, civ ilians 
A few boys of our anti-tank units came in. With them 
was Nela, my neighbor from across the street. In one 
hand she clutched a bottle of explosive mixture, in an- 
other she held a small Polish flag. She edged over to me 
and waved the red-and-white bit of material 
“Are you crazy?” I whispered, pomtmg at the flag 
“Don’t you know what it’s for she asked, surprised at 
my naivete “It goes on the tank after we’ve captured it ” 
The very youthful Lieutenant Albert crawled over the 
threshold to see how close the Germans were, and came 
back in high spirits to report. “The street is empty, except 
for our men, who are waiting for them to get here. The 
Germans must think they have us trapped.” 

“Don’t worry, Albert, they’ll play cat and mouse with 
us yet,” Nela said. 

*WeIl, we are here to play with them, aren’t we?” 
The bells rang for Sanctus, and silence fell over the 
church. It was only then that I realized that a Mass 
was bemg said at the main altar From the outside came 
the clatter of the tanks on the cobblestones, growing 
louder and louder in die stillness of the church Death 
must sound like that when it approaches, I thought. 

Sparrow stood close by the door and looked into his 
cupped hand It held a small picture of a three-year-old 
girl. Sparrow’s only child. It was as if he prayed to die 
child. 

“To the door, now,” said Sweeper. I caught sight of 
the small figure of Gregory, once the guard of Command 
2/4, brandishing a huge revolver. There was Grazyna, 
of the Liai son Service, pulling off the safety trigger on 
her gun. Sparrow was now kneeling in the doorway, his 
gun raised, poised for the attack. Danuta was standing 
beside him, watching him mtendy, her lips moving 
speechlessly. 
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Hie street outside rocked with shots. We had to save 
ammunition, so we relied largely on homemade grenades 
and bottles filled with explosives to meet the onslaught 
of the Tigers and the heavily armed German infantry. 

“Jesus*” someone sighed near me. The Germans reached 
our church. 

Sparrow ran out, hurlmg his grenades. Ha2Sly, I saw 
Danuta follow him. The racket of explosions deafened us. 
The German bullets whi2zed through the doorway as I 
was runnmg out, too. I almost fell on the st^s of the 
church, already shppery with blood. 

An explosion threw me to the ground One of the 
German tanks had burst into flames. The other Tiger 
turned back. Two houses were on fire in the block. Ihe 
German infantry fell to the ground, spraying us with 
bullets. But we would not play the game that way. The 
boys ran forward, hurlmg their explosives and hand 
grenades, shootmg only when they were dose enmiglMo 
use their revolvers. 

“Hurrahr 

A miracle happened. A German soldier in the forward 
line got up and raised his hands in surrender. The otibers 
immediately quit fightmg. Yelling and screaming, they 
scrambled down the street, fleeing as fast as they couli 
Past the burning two houses our bovs followed on their 
heels, 

I hit a pile of cobbl^tones wiendied out of tne street, 
and it brought me to a painM stop I was chokmg with 
the dust of the dug-up streets and the smoke of the fires. 
The sweat streamed down my fece blinding me com- 
pletely. 

I wiped off some of the j^ime and looked over the 
street Many bodies were sprawling aroimd me. I hast- 
ened to where most of them were lying, although bullets 
stifl continued to sing around me. Two nurses were al- 
ready among the stncken. They turned toward me, but 
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kept lookmg somewhere above my head, beyond me, as 
if seeing a ghost. I glanced back at the church, and what 
I saw made me stop and gasp 
On the stone steps of Ae church stood the priest, im- 
maculate in the dignity of his garments, a gold ciborium 
in his hands. He was bendmg over a dymg man stretched 
on the steps red with blood and giving him the Host 
Someone moaned at my feet. I knelt beside a limp, 
young body. He wore the insignia of the cavalry, that 
caval^ of the Home Army which had no horses. The 
boy's eyes were closed, a small nvulet of blood ran from 
his mouth over his chin and collar. I did not even have 
to take his pulse to know that he had died. I reached 
into his blouse pocket and pulled out his pink identity 
card “Kujawiak— Zbigniew l^dwansla— Group H.” 

I dragged Zbigmew s body to the wall and went to 
join Stefa and Aniela. We counted nineteen badly 
wounded men. We gave whatever first aid we could, 
and sent them to the hospitals. 

On the steps of the church a group of women worship- 
ers was now kneeling. They bathed their handkerchiefs 
in the blood of those who had died here This was the 
general practice throughout the years of the Occupation. 
Every thne the Germans shot hostages in the streets of 
Warsaw, before the slayera even had left the place of 
their crime, handkerchiefe and white pieces of cloth 
reverently gathered the blood of the mar^s. These were 
to serve as grim mementoes for those who would live 
happily in the days to come in a Free Poland. 

The Germans withdrew to the Poniatowsld Bridge 
where a furious battle was going on. The tank we had 
taken was still burning. I ran into Lieutenant Sweeper 
“We re advancing,” he declared. 

"Where's Sparrow?” 
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“With Rafal and his men. TheyVe had many wounded 
there. They had to withdraw to No 14” 

“Are they gomg back to the post?” 

“No. Theyll jom us in a minute ” 

There was a bamcade on Dobra Street, but it was 
built too low. We had to bend down and sneak behind it. 

“Watch your head'” warned Hawk. He was short, 
stocky and sixteen. The day before, on the Copermcus 
Street barricade, he had, smgle-handed, lolled five Ger- 
mans, and then in a bravado attack stemmed the German 
advance into the neighbormg Ordynadka Street by reck- 
lessly hurling his grenades at them. He had received a 
Silver Cross from die commander-in-chief, and was well 
pleased with himself, as his was one of the first decora- 
tions conferred m the Warsaw Upnsmg. The boy was 
determined to keep up his record. 

The German artillery on the banks of tibe Vistula 
shelled the road ahead of us so densely that fountains 
of earth and bricks and stones barred our way. We 
turned back to Smuhkowski Street when word came 
from Lieutenant Krych that the struggle for the Social 
Insurance Institute Building was gettmg tougher Our 
boys were still fighting the Germans inside the building 
and die enemy was gettmg remforcemmits from the out- 
side 

Sweeper made up his mind quickly. He beckoned to 
Danuta: “Go to Command 2/4, Danuta, and tell them 
we are gomg to help out at the Social Insurance Insdr 
tute.” 

We marched hurriedly to the Institute, over toan-up 
sidewalks sprouting with new graves. Our feet wodid 
stumble on the dug-up streets and get stuck in the sand. 
Our hands, sticky with human blood, ached from drag- 
ging our Wvy stretchere. Our throats were dry and 
dusty. In our heads a thousand hammers seemed to be 
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pounding. From barges on tiie Vistula, the Germans were 
firing their hght cannons; the din of their machme guns 
and mme throwers was constant 
"Well be a pretty-lookmg lot,” a soldier dressed in 
tattered dungarees growled. “Well be smothered here, 
like puppies.” 

Huggmg the wall, we waited for a lull. "When it came, 
we ran to a house across the street, opposite the build- 
ing still held by the Germans. The door was broken in. 
Sparrow led the way. The first apartment we entered 
was useless to us. Its wmdows fac^ the court. 

“Let s go to the front apartment,” Sparrow called We 
found the door locked. Sparrow fried to force it without 
success. Suddenly, it opened. 

"What is it^” a cracked old voice asked dolefully 
No one answered We entered the apartment and filed 
past mountains of piled-up furmture, past the dried-up 
figure of the owner, to the wmdow. Sparrow looked out 
“This is a good place,” he announced. 

The Germans were below us, and we could see them 
clearly. They were some fifty yards away, but at an angle 
frcan us, winch made it more difificult. 

“How many are we?” 

"Eighteaa,” someone answered 
I looked into my first-aid kit It was badly tom, and 
I had lost everything but the scissors and some bandages 
“Never mmd,” Amela said quietly. "Ferhaps you won’t 
need the stuff tibis time.” 

Amela was so calm it was maddening Even under fire 
she ran rhythmically, and looked unrufiled, as if German 
bullets were of no importance whatsoever. I wished I 
could look like that 

"What d6 you think. Sweeps?” I heard Rafal’s voice. 
“How ab<nit a few of us ^ing downstairs as a cover, so 
they would not catdh us all here?” 

“How many grenades do you have, Rafal?” 
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“About tiiirty ” 

All right Distnbute them to your men, and send some 
downstairs. 

I wandered through the apartment, lookmg for some 
beverage for the boys I found five bottles, tightly corked, 
and brought them to the front room. Shouts of glee 
greeted me. ® 

“Just a moment*” I warned “Better check what we 
are gomg to drink. Who knows if it isn’t rat poison or 
something?” 

“Oh, no, madame, it’s all right,” the wrmlded-up little 
man, whose apartment we had invaded, spoke up tanidly 
“It’s good raspberry wine, madame. My dead Yadviga- 
may God remember her dear soul— used to malfA ft every 
year for our weddmg anniversary. One bottle a year, 
madame I’ve saved these bottles ever smce she died.” 

The boys put the bottles back on the table I saw Sko- 
rup licking his lips with his dry tongue, and swallowing 
the way dogs do when they are watchhig the food diey 
canT get ^ 

“Oh, no, please, gentlemen, please, do drink it,” our 
host waved his thin hand in a gesture of all-embracing 
hospitality “Do drink the wme, gentlemen. Yadviga 
would have given it to you, were she here now. To your 
health, gentlemen!” 

“A dream,” Sparrow mused gratefully He looked at 
me with commiseration, as I advised die ^ys not to 
drink too much of Madame Yadviga’s wme. 

We heard hurried steps running up the stairs, and t h «^ n a 
man covered with the grime of battle appeared in the 
door. 

"Who’s in command here?” he panted. 

Sweeper, Rafal and Erych were from diflFerent units, 
each in command of his group. Sweeper todk over. 

‘'What is it?” he asked. 
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*A message from the Commander of Sector 28 At the 
soimd of the heynd, you are to strike on the left flank, 
m Smuhkowski Street There are not too many Germans 
there. At the same time, we shall push them out of the 
building on your side. Make a lot of noise. Use up the 
grenades you have.” 

We waited in silence for the sound of tihe heynd. It 
got hotter and stuffier every minute. Smoke came pour- 
ing in through the broken windows. We coughed and 
sniffed and cursed. And waited 

A low rcKir of motors came overhead. German planes! 
I obeyed my first impulse and shouted- 

“Downstairs, boys! To the shelters!" 

No one moved. I looked around. Faces were set, eyes 
were tense. Sweeper had his hand cupped around his ear 
They waited for the heynd to sound 

Grazyna took down the last words of Sweeper’s mes- 
sage to the Sector Command, and my request for more 
nurses if they were available. She received an extra hand 
grenade for an emergency. She straightened her belt, 
brushed her curls her forehead, and walked out, un- 
smilmg but without a trace of fear. “They did pick them 
well for liaison work," I thought admiringly. 

At that instant, three bombs, one after another, crashed 
in the vicinity The houses around us crumbled and brick 
dust filled the air and our nostrils. And in the midst of 
this howling pandemomum of destruction, the notes of 
the heynd rose clear. 

We ran downstairs, and were whirled into battle. Fires 
swept over us. Green German uniforms mixed with our 
own. People were running to and fro, some yelled, others 
moaned While bombs were falhng all around, our scram- 
bling feet stumbled against d^d bodies littering the 
street 

The German cannon fire seemed to qmet down. And 
then, tibe Polish flag was hoisted over the building of the 
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Social Insurance Institute! But no one sang None of us 
rejoiced loudly over the victory. A silence like prayer 
engulfed us aU. 

The nurses went to work in the street There were many 
of us there that day. Kneeling on the broken pavement, 
we tmwound the long white bandages that turned red 
so quickly and changed into trailing nbbons of blood 
Once the battle was over, everybody helped the nurses 
in pickmg up the wounded and carrying them to safety. 

Women from the neighboring houses ventured out 
with pitchers of water for the wounded and for the 
soldiers. These civihans looked scared to death, yet they 
stuck to then errands of mercy. 

Then all the strength which I had stored up for tibe 
days of batde left me suddenly I squatted under the 
w^, my face in my hands, and felt utterly numb. I was 
soaked through and through with human blood and 
sweat The dirt gritted in my mouth and my ey« could 
not see clearly, havmg been blurred by die sights of 
fire and explosions and death I knew I was falling asleep, 
and desperately I tned to keep awake by focusing my 
eyes on some object or person. 

As if through a haze, I saw one of the civihan women, 
with a blue pitcher full of water and a blue dnnkmg 
cup in her hand, walkmg through the street diat had 
been turned into a battlefield. Her hand trembled as 
she poured die water from the pitcher mto the cup, so 
that she spilled precious drops on the dusty ground. She 
looked around timidly. There was a beaten look in her 
eyes, and fear in her drawn, unhappy and pathetic face. 

A man was sittmg propped up against the walk She 
approached hnn with her pitcher as he called to her in a 
hoarse voice. I blinked and looked hard. The man was 
in a green German uniform. The woman, too, noticed the 
uniform. She drew back. Thaa she made one step for- 
ward. She stopjped as if to turn and go away. The Gaman 
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did not say a word. He just watched her, unable to move, 
cramped with pain. Suddenly, as if to fight off her re- 
luctance, the woman poured some water from the pitcher 
and held the cup to flie lips of the German 

She was at my side a minute later. I took the cup 
from which the German had just drunk and poured the 
warmish water down my mouth. 

“What s the matter with him?” I nodded in the direc- 
tion of the German. 

“He s wounded. He’s a German. He wanted to dnnk 
.,.I.,.Ldid not bow what to do.... I gave him a 
drink... He is wounded.” The woman was confused 
“Let God judge him,” she said. 

Achmg all over, I struggled up to my feet and went 
over to 3ie German. I took his hand. He pulled himself 
free. Then he opened his eyes, saw me, and looked at his 
crushed legs. I belt down and began cuttmg his trouser 
legs to dress his wounds. 
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It was now evening of the second day. Cap- 
tain Adam, an engineer of the Home Army, appeared at 
a late hour in our Red Cross station with orders to build 
a barricade to protect our sector from a possible attack 
by the German garrison at the Umversity, just a block 

We were then working hard at enlarging our quarters 
by a n nexing an adjoining butcher idiop which, witfr its 
gleaming white tiles and whitewashed walls, became our 
medical ward. 

"WhoTl build the barricade?^ I asked. “Will yon send 
us some German prisoners of war to do the job?” 

“Oh, no!” Captain Adam seemed startled “I expect 
you will manage somehow with the local people ” 

I muttered something unpleasant. The Germans were 
dragging our civilians out of their homes to use as shields 
for Sieir tanks, for the building of barricades and pillboxes. 
Why did we have to be so squeamish about using Ger- 
man prisoners? 

Captam Adam listened to my outburst without much 
sympathy. 

I argued that we Imd only women and children and 
some old people left m this sector, and that our sr^diars 
had their hands full elsewhere. Captain A dam -v^as un- 
moved. 

‘Tm sure it will work out somehow,” he said. ‘T5ood 
night. Lieutenant.” 

It did work out. During the night, all those who wrae 
able to move anything at all budt that barrir^e with 
little more than their bare hands. It was six yards wide 
and four deep, and was birttressed on the outside, facing 
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Obozna and Browama Streets, by an escarpment con- 
structed of cobblestone, blocks from the sidewalks, earth 
and junk A small openmg on the left enabled us to look 
down Browama Street beyond the barricade. The right 
side of that street was httered with some fifteen corpses, 
mostly of women and children, shot while passmg by the 
Umversity grounds by the Germans entrenched diere. 
They were lolled on the first day of fightmg, but we 
could not remove the bodies because Browama Street 
was closely watched by the enemy, and to go there 
meant to mvite more death. Yet somethmg had to be done 
about it, as the heat of the August sun would decompose 
the bodies in a few more days. I reported the case to the 
Headquarters of the Samtaiy Service m the hope that 
some way would be found to cope with it. 

The German planes ushered in the thurd day of the 
Uprising at the same moment as the bright, bummg sun 
They circled over us low, for they had nothing to fear 
from our short-range arms. They did not bomb us that 
morning Instead, ttiey dropped leaflets. I picked one up 
to see what the latest German tnck was Sweeper, Spar- 
row and Yanosik peered over my shoulder as I read aloud* 

“An order to the Home Army. 

“Prime Minister Mikolajczyk s visit to Moscow did not 
bring about an understanding with Soviet Russia as to 
the mutual help and collaboration between our two coun- 
tries. In view of that, I order all the umts of the Home 
Army to return to dieir bases, as we have begun negotia- 
tions with the German authorities to join forces in a com- 
mon straggle against the Soviet Umon. 

“August 2, 1944. 

*^igned: General Bor, Commander-in-Chief of the 
Home Army.” 

The men around me shrugged their shoulders at this 
clumsy forgery. I crumpled the leaflet and threw it away 

“They don’t want to fight us,” Yanosik said, boastful as 
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ever. “Perhaps it does mean that the Russians are advanc- 
ing on Warsaw. That would explain the silence on the 
Russian front ever smce the Uprismg started.” 

“It might also mean that they have learned of the 
Amencan and British planes which are due with supplies 
and ammunition for us,” I remarked hopefully. 

“They’d better hurry, or they might be too late,” Spar- 
row said curdy 

For the second time m a few short months our Prune 
Mmister had gone from London to Moscow to try to 
patch up the growmg controversy between Poland and 
Russia. Yet it did not occur to us that the pohtical differ- 
ences might in any way affect either Russian or Polish 
mihtary operations against die Germans. The Uprismg 
was conceived as help from within to the Soviet advance 
fr o m without. We had expected the Soviet Army to join 
forces with us in five days. The third day was now here, 
and it was the third day of complete silence on the other 
side of the Vistula on which our eyes were set No Soviet 
planes came to brmg us the arms for which we clamored 
or to chase away die swarms of German fighters and 
bombers 

“They’d better hurry,” added Sweeper heavily "We 
might be in trouble I’ve got eighty men in Umt Two, 
and not enough guns to go round. One machine gun and 
twenty service pistols . . . Makes me laugh. Funny, ain’t 
it?” 

“Not exacdy,” Sparrow’s voice was grave. "But we 
have hand grenades.” 

"Yeah. We’re making than all the time.” 

The radio blared from the windovre of No. 25. This 
mommg it brought us the joint proclamation of the Gov- 
ernment Delegate in Poland, the Chairman of die Coun- 
cil of Nationd Umty and the Coinmand«r-in-Chief of 
the Home Army. A crowd was listening to the report 
that the larger part of Warsaw was in our hands and 
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to the exhortation to continue the fight for a democratic 
and free Poland 

A tiny figure in slacks squeezed through the crowd 
And then a tinud, little voice asked: “Did you get the 
papers here yeti^” 

“No, not yet.” 

"What did you brmg, girhe^” 

“The Bulletin” the child rephed Her forehead was 
covered with beads of sweat I wiped oflF her face and 
took her to my station, clutching my copy of The Bulletin 
It was the first time in five years that I could read a 
Polish paper out in the open 

“How did you get here, child'^” 

“Through Nowy Swiat Street and Warecka. There are 
some barricades there already, and tunnels. There is hard 
fightmg on Dabrowsld Square and Napoleon Square, near 
the Central Post Office But I managed. Im small, so it’s 
easier for me to slip by.” 

‘Tm going to our Headquarters shortly TU have to 
pass through Napoleon Square,” I said. “Is it very bad 
on Mazowiecka Street?” 

“Well, you’ll see.” The girl did not soimd very encour- 
aging. She sipped her tea and ate her shoe of bread im- 
hurriedly. ‘It’s hot there, all right” 

Barbarka was still upstairs, and probably asleep peace- 
fully in her own bed, when I left for Headquarters. I 
was directed to take the roimdabout “safe” way, running 
from one barricade to another, then waiting, more run- 
ning and waitmg agam for an opportunity to makft an- 
other dash 

htt Napoleon Square a unit of the Home Army was 
attaching the last German pillbox; covering the Post Office. 
Ihe German machine guns crackled without stoppmg, 
and our homemade hand grenades could not make a dent 
m the pillbox. Only a ^rge bunch of grenades thrown 
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right into the machine-gun nest might prove effective 

Crouching inside the gate near our positions, I heard 
the captam in command saymg to his men; “No use 
dawdlmg here any longer. I’ll crawl out there and throw 
a handful of eggs inside.* 

‘1 could do it better, sir,” a voice piped up It was 
not the voice of a grown-up man It broke on this diort 
sentence and ended m a falsetto. “Im much smaller. They 
wont see me so easily.” 

The captain muttered something. 

“I can do it, sir,” the boys shrill voice pleaded. “You’ll 
see, I can do it. They won’t even see me crawling.” 

There was a moment of silence. Then the officer said: 
“All right Go, soimy. Well try to divert their attention.” 

He uttered a few more words. Immediately a handful 
of men darted to the opposite side of the street From 
there they opened fire on the Germans. The boy sneaked 
out of the gate. Flat on Ins beUy he crawled toward the 
spluttering madime-gun nest. He pushed a square flag- 
stone out of the sidewalk pavement ahead of him. 

Breathlessly I watched him crawl, measuring the dis- 
tance 

“Good Lord, let him kill them,” I prayed. My fiists were 
clenched. 

Now the boy was nght near the pillbox. Too dose for 
the machine-gun bullets to stop hun. Slowly, cautiously, 
he began to get up. He pulled out the grenades. I cmild 
see his fetce plainly then, a face out of ffus wtarld, gnm 
with purpose, and I began to cry. 

The boy rose to his full height. He thrust into fhe 
death-spitting mouth of the pillbax his handful of gren- 
ade. Instantly the explosion hit the whdfe apiare. T1» 
pillbox went up in smoke and fire. 

We ran out from behiikl the gate, and made fin fbe 
boy. I was not conscious of the sudden silence untfl. I 
came to the small body lying in a heap out there. Then I 
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realized that the Post Office was in oin: hands and so was 
Napoleon Square. There was nothmg I could do for iffie 
boy. I wondered whether God would ever be able to 
straighten out his accounts of the young who crowded 
their entue lives into one brief hoiu. 

At ihe offices of the Sanitary Service they could not 
promise to help me out in clearmg away the dead bodies 
on Browama Street. Not immediately, anyway. The 
“gatherers” whose duty it was to remove corpses from the 
streets were overworked to exhaustion 

“The city is full of dead,” I was told “We’ll try to send 
you a umt of ‘gatherers ’ They’ll know how to deal with 
your particular situation if you lead them to the spot 
Perhaps they’ll be able to come there tomght. We’ll see ” 

I then made my way to our Headquarters, located in 
the massive buildffig of the Postal Savings Bank on Jasna 
Street. After some close inspection of my credentials, I 
was led to Colonel Matylda, the head of the Women’s 
Army. Though elderly and white-haired, her voice was 
sure and her eyes bright and inquisitive. I reported to 
her that I was now with Group VIII, Company 4, oper- 
atmg a Red Cross station, with ten nurses and four 
liaison girls. 

“Are you a nurse. Lieutenant Aneri?” 

“Yes, madame. But I have had my military training, 
too, both for field service and administrative work.” 

‘^aiya, bring some blanks for Lieutenant Aneri,” 
Colonel Matylda turned to her aide, a tall blonde in an 
dfficer’s umfcum. 

After I had filled out the questionnaires and signed tihe 
proper declarations. Colonel Matylda handed me a yellow 
card. 

“This will let you in here any time of day or night,” 
she explained cri^ly. “It also rnakes you responsible for 
the Women’s Army pMts in the Powisle sector. There 
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are sixteen posts there. In addition, you are to organize 
the launches, htchens and sewing centers, and help the 
soldiers m your sector as best you can. G^-bye, Lieu- 
tenant, and good luck Bring your daughter here, some- 
time I’d hke to meet the young lady.” 

I walked out of the Headquarters, and in my heart I 
marveled at the organization of the Home Army. We 
were already takmg it as a matter of course. Yet this in- 
tricate structure was built m the Underground during 
five years of deadly serfdom. Namelessly, painfully, with 
no help to sustain us, but in the hope that our allies 
would eventually bnng us freedom, we toiled and waited 
for dehverance from oppression. And now the end of the 
war was at hand. 

“Duck down, sister!” someone called to me at the comer 
of Warecka Street, and I did. A shell whistled over my 
head. I could not see h but felt the current of air in 
its wake. 

I ran acaross Napoleon Square and crouched inside the 
same gate where I had that mommg watched the small 
boy crawl to his death and his glory. 

There were neither wounded nor dead near the smoul- 
dering pdlbox. The wounded must have been removed 
to the hospitals already. As for the dead, many small 
wooden crosses marked freshly dug graves m the street 
Each cross bore a red-and-white armband of the Home 
Army. 

The houses on Warecka Street were connected with 
the adjoming streets by tunnels cut through cellar walls. 
In one of these passages I ran into Mrs Bawska, whom 
I had met first some two years before when Barbarkas 
girl scouts were meeting secretly at our house. Mrs. 
Bawska used to give talk to the girl scouts. She now 
conducted some sewing circle where her scouts worked 
for the Home Army, makmg uniforaas, flags, armbands, 
sheets. Her two daughters helped her in thfr woik. Hwy 
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were belli disabled. The elder one was sixteen, die 
younger one fourteen. In 1939, while working at a field 
Icitch^, the burst of a German gas shell had almost 
blinded the elder girl and tom a leg off the younger. 
Despite their infirmities, both girls worked again in 1944 
for the Home Army. 

‘“Barbarka is very distressed,” I told Mrs. Rawska. “She 
could not get to her post before die shootmg started and 
now she does not know what to do, tbougb diere’s plenty 
of work for her at our Red Cross station. But, I guess, she 
would radier be with her girl scouts ” 

“Send her to me,” Mrs. Rawska smiled “FU have a 
job for her.” 

A couple of blocks farther on I ran into “Anna Mary,” 
the Swiss proprietress of a magnificent dry goods and 
dothing store in the neighborhood 
“Can I do an)^mg for youf*” she asked 
“What can you give us?” I replied, suppressing my 
excitement. 

“Some linen, perhaps ... Nurses’ white uniforms” 
“Anything,” I stammered. “We need it so badly.” 

“ni see what I can do,” she said, smiling, as she disap- 
peared inside her store. She emerged after a while, fol- 
lowed by another, and kden witih pil« of goods There 
were forty nurs«’ uniforms, towels, sweaters and three 
sheets, with a promise of more to come. With profuse 
thanks I departed, carrying a bundle as large as I could 
handle. 

A house was burning on Warecka Street. Two women 
were up on the roof, tearing it down, while men were 
down in the street, passing buckets of water from hand 
to hand, trying to extinguish the flames I tmdged on to 
the barricade on Nowy Swiat 
A man was wobbling along toward me. He carried some 
ckitibes, which would slip out of his uncertain embrace 
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every few steps Whenever he bent down to pick np one 
garment, another would drop to the street He pushed 
his hat back on his head and wiped off his perspiring 
forehead, lookmg around helplessly. The boys on the 
barricade nearby roared with laughter. 

I came up, picked up the clodies, rolled them in a 
bundle and stuck it finmy under his arm 

“Whatever do you think you are domg, gracious lady?” 
he hiccou^ed “Ive just had my clotiies pressed, and 
now theyll be all...yick, yick...aU wnnHed.” He 
turned on me a sorrowful, though bloodshot eye 

“That’s all nght” I reassured him “Wnnided or not 
you will at least have your clothes if you carry them that 
way 

“Permit me, madame,” he addressed me in stentorian 
tones ibat made the boys on the barricade roll with 
laughter "Permit me, madame . . . yick, yick ... to intro- 
duce myself My name s Kupalsld . . . yick, yick . . . Kupal- 
sld, I said . . One of the Kupalsld Brothers . . if you ever 
need me, madame... yick, yick... I am your obedient 
servant... yick... everting at your disposal...” 

I reported to Command 2/4, and showed Lieutenant 
Pobog my orders from Colonel Matylda. “Sweeper lost 
two men this morning,” he announced. “One wounded 
and one killed.” 

Zofia, at the Red Cross station, gave me the details 
One of our boys went out loo far beyond the cornCT, 
toward the University. They shot him in the spine. An- 
other one went to rescue him, and he was shot in the leg, 
but brought his fatally woimded comrade to die at the 
station. Zofia knew the dead man’s wife, who was a 
nurse in another sector of the city. 

‘Tlease tell her,” the man whispered his last to Zofia, 
“that I loved her very muck” 
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After some confexeaces with the women from our block 
about the settmg up of a field kitchen, I started out for 
our posts on Dobra Street to check on the nurses and 
liaison girls there. The route led through an imderground 
passage to House No 9 on Leszczynska Street 

No. 9 was the apple of our eye Sergeant Putkowski 
nesded there with his heavy machine gun and a good 
deal of ammimition He had his own crew and com- 
manded diem with an iron, though fatherly, hand, ever 
mindful of havmg been a regular army sergeant before 
1939. When the war m Poland had ended m October, 
1939, Putkowski took off his uniform, put some moth 
flakes in it, and packed it away He dismanded his ma- 
chme gun, cleaned it thoroughly, wrapped up each part 
in oil-soaked cloths, gathered as much ammunition as he 
could lay his hands on and walled it all up in the cellar 
under his grocery store On August 1, 1944, Putkowski 
and his crew tore dovra the wall which they had erected 
five years before and took out the machine gun, am- 
munition and his uniform. They turned it agamst the 
German garrison, at the University, and what a source 
of joy it was to us! 

Dobra Street brisded with barricades. I was bound for 
Lieutenant Viktors posL which was under almost con- 
stant enemy fire from four sides Lieutenant Viktor was 
not one to lose heart over tihis fact He had plenty of men 
and enough arms. Around his headquarters at ^ Dobra 
Street he created a “safety zone,” though I had my own 
doubts as to whether the name fitted the situation. He 
had strewn flat cans of explosives on Dobra Street within 
a 100-yard radius. 

“To say hello’ to the German tanks when they come 
a-visiting,” he explained. 

They had started work that mommg on another bar- 
ricade near the post, but it proved to be a tough job. 
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Every once in a while German tanks would come dose 
to the site of the bamcade and sow death and destruc- 
tion all around. I got to the post on Dobra Street during 
a lull in the fighting. 

"Whewl” Lieutenant Viktor mopped off his dirty iace 
“You re brmgmg us good luck. The first respite in twd 
and a half days ” 

A man lymg in a shallow ditch was digging the earth 
widi a sm:^ shovel where the barricade was to rise But 
first the cobblestones had to be plucked out of the pave- 
ment, a most perilous business where one had to work 
without cover 

Crouchmg close to the wall, I was waiting for Greta, 
the liaison gurl of this sector. Viktor stood near by, watch- 
ing the soldier in the hollow throwmg up dirt. 

Viktor cursed under his breath as he glanced toward 
Karowa Street whose fire was the most pernicious. A 
small hand tugged at his sleeve. Viktor looked down and 
saw Little Peter, from No 51. Ever since the beginning 
of the Uprising, Little Peter had been making himself 
generally helpful He belonged to die boy scouts who 
operated Warsaw's postal system in those days. Little Peter 
had been befnended by the soldier who was now digging 
the street for the barricade. The soldier was called Big 
Peter, being some seven years older than his smallar 
chum. 

"We ve got to hurry with that barricade,” Little Peter 
told Lieutenant Viktor. “The Krauts might come any 
minute.” He pulled up his pants and wiped ids nose with 

his hand. ^ 

"They might,” Viktor agreed curtly. "We can t do it 
any faster. Big Peter s working at it.” 

Little Peter spat on the sidewalk and jmt his hands 
on his hips. He threw back his head to look strai^t into 
Viktor’s eyes. 
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“I’ll help Big Peter,” he declared. 

Startled, Lieutenant Viktor looked down at the boy. 

"What do you mean?” 

“I’ll pluck out the cobblestones from the street Then 
Big Peter will be able to dig faster.” 

“All right, Peter. But you ve got to ask your own 
superior And, well, it’s not an easy job. You won t have 
any cover, you know.” 

Little Peter grinned from ear to ear, and flew back 
to the house where his boy scout chief was. 

He came back in a flash, his freckled face alight with 
eagerness. 

“I can go, sir,” he called. “My mother let me go, too.” 

Little Peter s mother was the air-raid warden for this 
block. 

Viktor glanced once more toward Karowa Street. It 
was still quiet there “The lull might keep up for some 
time,” he thought. “After all, it’s no more of a risk tha n 
a thousand other things we are domg” 

“All right. Little Peter, you may go now,” he said. He 
made a gesture as if to stroke the boy’s tousled head, but 
withdrew his hand quickly. One does not pat a soldier 
“Don’t stay there too long,” he said. 

Just twelve cobblestones, sir. Let me get twelve.” 

Little Peter crawled from the gate to the center of the 
street, one house beyond ours, where Big Peter was 
digging. We saw him nestle there, at the soldier’s side, 
and go to work. 

Viktor engaged in an animated discussion with one of 
his men. Sinc» the shooting had stopped, except for the 
cannon along the Vistula whose shells whizzed over our 
heads on ftieir way to the Old City, I could catch scraps 
of their conversation. 

There is no qu^tion about it,” Viktor was saying 
“It’s a new ara Slat’ll begin when this war is over I 
doubt whether the nations wdl ever fall out again after 
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what they’ve gone through together to beat Germany ” 
'“You beheve then m Ae coining brotherhood of na- 
tions?” the man’s voice was tmged with doubt 
“Of course ” rephed Vilctor hotly. 

“And m peace with Russia^” 

“Of course,” Viktor repeated. 

“Why don’t they help us then?*” The man gestured 
toward the Vistula, where silence reigned along the 
Russian front Then he looked up and pointed to the 
skies where German planes alone held sway. 

‘T don’t know,” Viktor said “Perhaps they can’t just 
now But they will You’ll see, diey 
I shifted uneasily. The man’s question bothered me, 
too. I knew diat our High Command had sent repeated 
appeals to the Soviets asking them for arms and am- 
mumtion and supplies, but so far without results 
The lookout in the window of the third-floor apart- 
ment shouted 
“The tanksi” 

Everybody scattered for cover. 

Big Peter and Little Peter left their work and began 
to crawl toward safety. As if on a signal, the German 
cannon and machine guns opened fire The street was 
ablaze. The dust of the chipped walls got into our lungs. 
Stones and bncks flew in all directions. I heard Viktor 
give instruction to his men what to do in the event that 
me Germans crossed the line of mines laid on the street 
Big Peter swerved suddenly. A fountain of earth and 
stones burst over him and, coming down, smothered him 
completely. 

Little Peter kept on crawhng. 

“Mother!” he called, and a woman’s voice from our 
side answered desperately; "Peter! My boy!” 

Lieutenant Viktor ran out to drag Litfle Peter in. He 
brought die boy and laid him on the stones. The wmnan 
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threw herself down. She cau^t Peters small, dirty hands 
and pressed them to her breast. 

"Peter, Peter,’’ she sobbed 

I knelt to examme the wound. A huge gash was opened 
in Little Peter s neck. The boy was conscious, his eyes 
wide open, a slight half-smile on his freckled face 
“Gosh, only mne stones,” he said. “They wouldn’t let 
me, ihe swine . . . MummyJ” 

Little Peter clewed his eyes. 



CHAPTER 


UNIVERSITY HELL 


w. can’t do it tomorrow,” I said to !2ofia 
who was preparmg to give typhoid injections in the 
morning “Don’t you know what’s brewing tomght?” 

“No, though Sweeper acted very mysterious tfc^ after- 
noon” 

“There’s going to be a large-scale attack on die Uni- 
versity at 4 45 AM,” I said, tinglmg with excitement 
at the prospect of the first major offensive by the Home 
Army in our section of the city. But nothing ever upset 
Zofia’s equihbnum. 

The University was a painful diom in our side, with 
its strong German battalions. The University grounds 
were five blocks long and three wide Severd units of 
the Home Army were mobilized for the attack, which 
was to come from all four sides. The boys of our com- 
mand were to strike from Obozna Street, take the ma- 
chine-gun nest that had bothered us so much these days, 
and rush the German defenses from the rear Lieutenant 
Viktor, of Dobra Street, was to make a fl a n k attack 
from the Browama side 

At 10:00 PM the first units began to gather at our 
post. They came from various sectors. Some thirty nurses 
arrived, with stretchars, first-aid kits and dressings. 

Our Red Cross station was tightly packed, but un- 
usually quiet. People spoke only in whispers. I put the 
girls up as best I could in the three rooms adjoining the 
station and ordered them to go to sleep. I was to be on 
duty until the hour of attack, 

“I can’t sl^p, anyway,” Zofia said. “ITl stay with you ” 

I ^ve m)^^ a shot of caffeine to ward dff sleepiness 

There was no coffee to drink. 

57 
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At two o’clock m the mommg the first group of men 
got ready to leave under orders to steal therr way nght 
to the Umversity walls, and wait there for H-hour We 
synchronized our watches. Then shoes wrapped m rags, 
the soldiers walked noiselessly I accompanied them as 
far as the barricade on our street. 

The night was growing long widi waitmg It was pitch 
black and soft. The fires bummg on Gesta Street were 
dying out In vam did I stram my eyes to see the dark 
patches of the vegetable gardens through which our 
first umts were to crawl I returned to the station. 

Doctor Falecld, the surgeon, came in quietly and took 
possession of Zofia immediately She moved around si- 
lently, arrangmg and puttmg things away Water was 
boiling m the sterilizers. Zofia touched my shoulder. 

“It’s three-forty,” she whispered. “Tune to wake up 
the girls” 

I walked through the three small rooms where the 
thirty nurses were sleepmg soundly on the floor, huddled 
dose together, and called in a low voice. “Get up! Time 
to get up!” 

They woke up instantly, without a yawn, without a 
complaint. We checked our kits scissors, gauze, band- 
ages, dressmgs, lodme, tape, candles and matches. We 
wore gray overalls and dark berets, but no msignia. The 
white of our armbands we turned m so that only the 
red showed. We took five stretchers with, us, one for each 
group of six. 

Zofia made the sign of the cross in the air after us as 
we filed out 

Soon we were crawling up ftie slopes of vegetable gar- 
dens over dew-covered plants. It was difficult to crawl in 
the dark through cabbage heads and tomato stalks. I 
felt the stickm^ of die caterpillars I was crushing, and 
dieir green blood between my fingers. The girl ahead of 
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me stopped for a moment Her shoe lut me squarely m 
the face But I suppressed the cry in my throat We 
crawled on and on I thought it would never end. 

Fmally we got to the tw'o-story buildmg, some two 
himdred yards from the German machme-gun nests, 
where the nurses were to stay until needed. Our hearts 
were poundmg. Our eyes tned to pierce the darkness 
Our ears throbbed with the silence of the mght 

Suddenly an explosion rent the blackness The boys 
ran forward with tiheu scissors to cut the barbed wues 
They had to hurry to surprise the Germans Our grenades 
now ringed the University. 

The German machine guns began to talk. A few stray 
bullets came our way. Voices were now heard Our men 
took the rear gate, and made for the machine-gun nest 

“Hurrahl” 

The machine gun was in our hands. We ran out of our 
building to jom the soldiers, but quicHy we had to hug 
the ground. Ihe Germans opened morta: fee. 

Yanosik worked on the machine gun. With the help of 
others he now trained it upon the Germans. Yanosik 
laughed as the machine gun began her song There was 
plenty of ammunition for it, too From a case near by 
nbbons of cartridges were spilling out. 

There were already a few wounded. One boy had a 
bullet in the chest. He was conscious. He pressed his 
hand against the wound and crawled toward us. Three 
muses crawled out to meet him and pull him beyond the 
radius of fee We had to drag him on the cobblestones, 
shrmkmg inside at the thought of his suffering. Althou^ 
we were covered fairly wdl by Yanosik s madiine gun, 
there was also the dmiger of gettmg hit by our own 
grenades. 

Those too wounded to walk we put cm stretdieis. Two 
on a stretcher, we carried them quickly to the Red Cross 
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Station through the vegetable gardens We did not have 
to crawl now, for our boys kept the Germans too busy 
in then: lair. 

I found Doctor Falecld and Zofia hard at work on some 
soldiers from other groups who had been brought m jSrst 
We deposited our men and ran back with our stretchers 
to Umversity Hill where the battle kept on. We lay down 
on the ground near our soldiers 

“Jesus!” someone groaned behind me I jumped up and 
made a dash to his side I saw hun standing up, but be- 
fore I reached him he tumbled heavily, l^e a sack of 
flour. Good Lord, what a wound! His leg was practically 
blown off at the grom Two soldiers took our stretcher 
and earned him on the run down tihe hill We crawled 
up to the first hue of fighting to pick up three more of 
our men who lay there. 

A pale rim of dawn was movmg up the sky as I knelt 
over a youth ciymg from unbearable pam I felt his blood 
soakmg through my overalls. My temples throbbed with 
an urge to km. 

The sky grew lighter. Another sunny summer day was 
coming. And then we heard the distant growl of motors 
overhead. The German planes were commg, too. A haison 
girl ran up the hill Panting, she delivered a message to 
Yanosik: Orders to withdraw 

The machine gun was stdl spitting at the Germans 
when Yanosik grabbed the case of ammunition and 
turned back. The withdrawal proceeded quietly under 
the cover of machme-gun fire. We crouched behind a 
wooden fence of the garage on the next comer, where a 
large number of wounded had been brought and laid on 
the ground We worked with feverish haste, but there 
were too few of us to attend to them all Sweat dimmed 
my eyes. I opened the collar of my overalls. 

“One more commg,” the nurse at my elbow said. Her 
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voice was dull from weariness The last soldiers were 
carrying another stretcher. I went over to find that they 
had brought a man and a nurse. The stretcher-bearers 
eased their load on the ground and mopped their fore- 
heads 

“What s the matter with her?” 

“Dunno,” one of the soldiers said. “We found her lying 
out there, and picked her up.” 

“Take them to the Red Cross station ” 

“Yes, madame.” 

The white walls of our station were splashed widi 
blood, and the moans of the woxmded, as I entered, 
blended into one dreadful, continuous howl which neidier 
our ears nor our hearts could long endure. The nume 
died before the doctor could get to her. A burst of shrap- 
nel had ripped her abdomen. Nothing could have sav^ 
her 

Doctor Falecki worked rapidly and silently, going 
from one wounded man to the other, Zofia following him 
automatically, like a shadow. He would put on the first 
dressmgs and then let nurses carry the worst casualties 
on stretchers to the nearest hospitals. We had many 
wounded Sweeper s Unit Two alone had lost seven men. 
I went widi the last stretcher. On my return trip, I jomed 
a group of our men. Sweeper was there, and Yanosik and 
Sparrow. They looked tired and downhearted. Together 
we walked back to our post 

“Where s your brother?” I asked Sweeper. 

“Wounded,” he waved his hand in the general direc- 
tion of the hospital. 

“Lynx, the Polish Achilla,” Yanosik smckered. “His 
heel’s been shot off.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“Lynx is not the worst of it,” Sparrow spoke up. T^iey 
mowed our boys down at the mam entrance. Colonel Lis 
was And we could not even rerover Lieutenant 
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Krych’s body He fel right at the pillbox, and we can’t 
get to him now.” 

It was only yesterday that we had fought shoulder to 
shoulder with Lieutenant Krych and his men at the Social 
Insurance Institute I swallowed hard 

I stretched out on the cot and closed my eyes, trying 
to rest But it was futile. Blood was under my lids, and 
I could not avoid the sight of it The tears of the youth 
who had cried up there, on University HiU, flooded my 
brain m a hot, sc^dmg wave. Dumb with the pam of the 
many bodies I had seen quartered and tom, I lay there, 
straining my ears for the blessed sound of the Russian 
cannon from the East, from across the Vistula. But si- 
lence reigned there, silence more dreadful than hell. 

Small, warm, tmy hands caressed my cheek, and a 
blonde pigtail ticlded me under the nose. Barharka 
brought me a glass of hot tea. 

“Mummy,” she reported, ‘Tfanosik says theyre afraid 
to make a sortie from the University.” 

He was there, standing over my cot, impudent as ever 

“Are you too tired to dunk'’” he asked. 

No, I could stiH think I was just too tured to speak 

"You know what, Anen?” 

“What?” I said, and brightened up a bit, seemg that I 
could speak after aU. One had to bnghten up whenever 
Yanosik was around One couldn’t help iL Yanosik was 
full of fun and good advice He never failed to turn up 
in the most dangerous spot, but did not think of himself 
as brave. 

"You ought to appreciate the wonderful idea Unde 
Yanosik’s going to put m your head,” he suggested 

“Well?” 

“Did you see the vegetables up near the University 
wall?” 

“Perfectly,” I shuddered at the memory of the worms 
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I had sqimshed as I crawled through ihe garden in the 
night. 

“There are some tomatoes there ” Yanosik said dream- 
ily. “Some of them are ripe, I think, I ate one, but did 
not have time to pick good ones But there are some, 
though Vitamms, Aneri, vitamins.” 

“Confound you!” I sighed. "Well have to go and get 
some then” 

Colonel Matylda, to whom I reported at Headquarters 
after two hours of sleepless “rest,” looked drawn and 
thmner than the day before. Our heavy losses were 
weighmg upon us all She entrusted me with an urgent 
mission to Lieutenant Valeria at the Polytechnic, situated 
in the southern part of the city. 

“Tm going to call your commanding officer,” she said, 
“and tell him you wont be back tonight It should take 
vou qmte a while to get down there. And it won’t be 
pleasant” 

“I hope ni hear some good news in the southern sec- 
tor.” I remarked, slinging my courier-bag over my shoul- 
der and turning to go 

“Oh, but I forgot” The colonel stopped me with a 
gesture “There is good news, Aneri, and I meant to tell 
you A Soviet officer, a Captain Kalugin, has just reached 
our Headquarters in Warsaw.” 

I came back to her desk My eyes, I felt grew round 
with excitement 

“How did he come'* Does it mean we re getting help 
from the Soviets^ Will the Red Army attach Warsaw?” 

‘T don’t know myself, but I think help is near.” 

“Thank God!” I exclaimed. 

“You look as if you had a nice brand-new pair of wings 
to fly with,” Colonel Matylda smiled. “You might have 
to use them shOTtly, too. On Sikorski Avenue ” 

Warsaw’s bloodiest barricade was on Sikorski Avenue, 
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cutting across one of our widest streets, over a railroad 
tunnel still held by the Germans. It had been a gnm and 
almost superhuman task to build it German tanks at- 
tacked the bamcade several times daily, partially de- 
stroying it It was always rebuilt, mostly with sandbags, 
and at an ever-mountmg cost 

“Hey! Are you deaf, dumb and blind? Don’t you hear 
the cow? Take cover.” 

How ihe ear-drillmg sound of the “shrieking cow” 
escaped my notice I do not know. The “shriekmg cow” 
was the most terrifying of all the weapons the Germans 
used against the Home Army in Warsaw. It was like a 
mortar, wound up with a spnng, spittmg out six shells 
one after another, all hittmg one spot The shells looked 
like long and narrow boxes. They were filled with incen- 
diary material that engulfed a house they hit with a sea 
of flame which spread rapidly to the adjoining buildings. 
There was no defense agamst the “shnekmg cow ” We 
could hear the whme of the huge spring as it was wound 
up, but there was no teDmg which way the six shells 
would fly The people who happened to be m the vicinity 
of the “cow’s” target were burned with the liquid fire car- 
ried by the shells. This was the most terrifying aspect of 
the new German weapon which, it was rumored, had 
been devised by Hitler hi mself. I have seen people with 
flat faces whose noses or ears had been melted away by 
a “shrieking cow.” A piece of flesh would be burnt away, 
as if shced off, but without bleeding. The “melted” people 
suffered unspeakable tortures as they were burned ahve. 
A few, with their bodies disfigured, their feces hideous to 
look at, escaped death. 

The officer at our barricade on Sikorski Avenue looked 
at my papers, glanced at my face, shrugged his shouders, 
and, without a word, led me to a door with an iron grille 
cpening toward the barricade. Still without a wor^ he 
motioned to me to look throu^ the opening. I drew back 
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trembling from stock. A knot of human bodies, dead or 
hve I knew not, but motionless and bloody, lay in front 
of the demolished part of the barricade 

“This is the last batch that tried to get through to the 
southern sector,” the officer observed- There was a note 
of indifference in his voice that hurt “You’ll have to wait 
till dark. Lieutenant Anen.” 

The even-numbered side of Sikorsld Avenue and only 
part of the opposite side were in our hands But the big 
buildmg of me Bank of Home Management was still 
held by the Germans, whose &e gave us httle respite. 

The balcony of the second floor of the house near the 
barricade had been transformed by our men into a “pill- 
box” of wooden planks On a mattress laid in the door- 
way to the balcony a boy was lying on his belly, reading 
a book and munching a bit of bread crust. A gun was at 
his side. 

“You’ve got to cross, too?” he asked, as I sat down near 
him, I nodded, and glanced at his book 

"You have time to read here?” 

“Damn the whole lousy lot of themr was his reply. 

"Right! But how you manage to read here is beyond 
me.” 

"Well, there aren’t enough of ’em to dioot at all the 
time, not within my range. But I got sixteen of them 
already.” 

He pointed to his ^in. There were sixteen notches 
on it 

From the direction of the bank a huge worm of a 
German tank came clattermg toward the barricade. I 
yelled, grabbed the boy by the shirt and pulled him b^flc 
into the room, as the explosion hit the balcony. Part of 
the wall on the right of the balcony crumbled. Blmded 
and deafened, I stood there, unable to open my ^es. 
Someone brought me water and washed my f««. Squint- 
ing, I lodmd at the naked balcony where the “pillboi" 
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had been. Two of our boys were standing at tibe entrance, 
grenades in hand. 

Surely, swiMy moved their arms. They rose together, 
took a swmg and hurled the balls of destruction The 
house shook again. Someone caught me m his arms and 
kissed me soundly on both cheeks. Someone else danced 
a war dance in ihe middle of the wrecked room Down 
in the street another German tank was afire, dying amid 
bursts of explosions. 

i 

Downstairs, inside the gate, oflScers, liaison girls and 
nurses had been hopefully waitmg for hours for a signal 
to cross. Fmally, the gate opened and two soldiers 
canwled out to remove the dead from the barricade. In 
the courtyard, men were already digging a grave We 
formed a conveyor Ime The first body to pass througfi 
our hands was toat of a woman. With the aid of a flash- 
light I could see she was young. Her hght hair fell in 
blood-caked strands on her face. The officer on duty 
took out her identification card and read: “Ahna— Group 
I— Liaison.” Alina had a bulky sealed envelope on her, 
and he took this, too. 

Altogether seven corpses were brought in from the bar- 
ricade. We wrapped their bodi® in sheets and table- 
cloths, supplied by the tenants of the house. There was 
no time and no lumber to make coffins 

While we were burying the dead, soldiers were repair- 
ing the bamcade under the cover of night And then at 
last the officer on duty signaled to us that we could cross 
in small groups at short mtervals When my turn came, 
I threw off my sleepmess and ran. I fell into the out- 
stretched hands of our sentries on the other side of the 
barricade, and found myself m a basement. My overalk 
were sticking to my perspiring back 

“Well, you made it all right?” a voice addressed me in 
the dark, and a friendly band gave me a pat on the back 
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“Yes, I made it ” my voice was shakv “Thanks ” 

“Where are you gorngi^” 

“To the Polytechnic,” I answered 
“Hmm, a long way,” the voice spoke laconically, and 
added, “Keep to the left Then they’ll show you how to 
get from there, though there are arrows and directions 
wntten everywhere, anyway ” 

As I plunged mto the intricate underground passages 
of Warsaw, I soon began to shiver with the chill of the 
cellars I followed the turns from arrow to arrow, from 
hght to light, from mark to mark All along the route 
soldiers of our Secunty Corps were on duW to “keep the 
traffic rollmg.” 

Both sides of Ihe narrow passages runnmg through the 
subterranean labyrinth were jammed with chans, tables 
and beds on which people were at that hour, 5 ^ am , 
trying to sleep Their faces were gray with the mould 
of the caves they rotted in. Their eyes were poignant, 
watchful, inqunmg They were the eyes of people who 
had given up everything and suffered in dreadful silence, 
with clenched teeth and tearless hearts Nursing women 
and pregnant women, old women who could hardly move 
or tm, children and aged men, sick and feeble, ivere all 
huddled here Condemned to darkness, to waiting and 
to nothingness, they crouched alongside the damp walls, 
not quite ahve, and not yet dead, following us, the 
couriers and officers of the Home Army moving through 
the narrow passages as if we were aheady the free mes- 
sengers of the sun and air up above. 

As I went from tunnel to tunnel, I became side myself 
from lookmg at the parchment-faced cave dwellers with 
their silent mouths and their shouting eyes I ran as fast 
as I could, and twice I stumbled against pip® and fell 
flat on my face. When I finally emerged in the open, I 
was determined never again to descend into the cata- 
combs if I could help it 
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“Witat are the chances, soldier, of getting through this 
street to the Polytechnic?” I asked the first sentry. A 
typical Warsaw urchin of the bamcades, he nonchalantly 
inspected his fingernails as he paused to consider mv 
question 

“The chances? Not so bad,” he announced phlegmati- 
cally. “That IS, if you’re good at catching balls.” 

Ready to duck instantly, I proceeded on my last lap, 
huggmg the walls of the houses, and passmg a barricade 
built around an overturned trolley car The darkness was 
liftmg, and the sim rose above the honzon when I 
reached the Polytechnic. 

Lieutenant Valena, blinking from lack of sleep, read 
the orders which I brought her from Colonel Matylda 
while I drank a cup of very sweet barley coffee. 

"We are hungry,” said Valena after carefully foldmg 
Matylda s letter. “We have nothing but gnts, and a few 
sacks of unground wheat And this is a large post There 
are over a diousand people here ” 

We went to see the quartermaster then. I found that 
he was Lieutenant Bartosh, an old acquaintance. 

"We are now bmldmg a mill to grmd whatever wheat 
we have,” Lieutenant Bartosh told me “But I don’t 
know, of course, how long we’ll have the electricity. We 
have no other food supphes, and we did not even get any 
cigarettes. And, to add to our own troubles, we have 
some hundred prisoners of war that we have to feed, too.” 

“Do you make good use of them?” 

“Well, yes,” and he pomted to the huge yard where 
German prisoners were chopping wood, repairing the 
wells, and carrying some heavy cases. 

“Why don’t you make them build bamcades?” 

“N-n-n-o-o,” I notk«d some reluctance in Bartosh’s 
voice “You see, our High Command says that we can’t 
use German methods in dealmg with our prisonere and 
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that weve got to stick to the provisions of the Gene\a 
Convention ” 

“How about Gestapo-men and SS-men?” I persisted 
“Do you pamper them, too?” 

The face of Lieutenant Bartosh became hard and im- 
placable, and his voice cold. 

“The Gestapo-men and the SS-men we loll like dogs, 
on the spot. Yesterday we executed seven of them here 
No mtemational law can possibly apply to them. And no 
mercy, for they had none.” 

It was the sixth day when I returned to my post, the 
sixth day of the Uprising which was to last four to five 
days until the arrival of the Russians More and more 
tormenting became the question* When vsnll help from 
the East come? Now that the Soviet Captain Ealugm 
was in Warsaw, I figured, we should be getting, any my, 
machine guns and anti-tank weapons and plenty of am- 
munition, of shells and cartridges. But why, oh why, was 
the help so slow in coming? Had we been blmding our- 
selves with mirages? Was Poland going to lose one more 
battle to the Germans, the climactic Battle of Warsaw? 

To meet the threat of our dwmdhng supplies, we or- 
ganized community kitchens in which all available pro- 
visions were pooled. The sewing circles throughout the 
city worked unremittingly for the Home Army. Barbarka 
was most active in our nei^borhood circle, having se- 
cured eleven Singer machmes and many volunteers for 
it In addition, she helped at the Red Cross station, 
sterilizing dressings and mending soldiers’ socks— a task 
which she detested. She was also lendmg a hand to the 
postal service which was entirely run by boy and girl 
scouts. The mailboxes which for five years had b^ 
marked Deutsche Post Osten now bore a trefoil insoibed 
Pdish Scout MaiL 
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Troubled by the food shortage at tie Polytechnic, I 
turned for rehef to the Convent of the Ursuline Sisters 
on Tamka Street, near our post. I had exchanged goods 
with them before The Ursuline Sisters mamtained a 
school, an orphanage and a large hospital. How they had 
managed to conceal their supplies of flour from the all- 
seemg eyes of the Germans remain forever their own 
secret. When the Uprismg broke out they baked bread in 
their large ovens and gave it to tihe local Home Army units 
without any charge whatsoever. The “Ursuline” loaves 
were long, large, and almost white 
In the basements of the convent were two large shel- 
ters, samtary and well-appointed, crowded with people 
The hospital wards, too, were overflowing. The Sisters 
had a few thousand homeless inmates on their hands 
Day or night nuns toiled in the big kitchen over steaming 
cauldrons of food for the multitudes 
When I asked for bread for our starving boys at the 
Polytechnic, I had expected the Sister Superior to exclaim 
that it was impossible to bake for a thousand people 
more. Instead, she merely jotted down the number 
“The flour doesn’t stretch the way it should,” she mur- 
mured “But it won’t be very long now, will iti^” Her 
faded, blue eyes looked at me inquiringly. I kissed her old 
hands, roughened by hard work, and left widiout answer- 
mg the question. 

As soon as I returned to the station, I sensed Zofia’s 
radiancy. It appeared that her son, Voytek, had come to 
s^ her while on a few hours’ leave from his post 
“We had dinner together,” Zofla told me. “Such a good 
meal, too” 

“What did you give him, Zofla? I didn’t know you ware 
hoardmg anythmg special.” 

“Oh, but I wasn’t hoarding, I wasn’t,” said Zo£a, 
flushed. “You know it was just a bit, a wee bit of butter 
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I was saving for mother No more than a spoonful, really. 
But real butter.” 

“How is your mother?” 

“She’s all nght,” Zofia answered, and I saw a shadow 
cross her happy face “That is, she’s as well as an eighty- 
year-old woman can be living down m the cellar under 
these conditions But, something’s wrong there, Aneri, 
and I can sense it every time I go to see motiher, there’s 
something in the atmosphere diat’s different from all 
other cellars. People are sullen, desperate. You’E see when 
vou look into it, Aneri ” 

That very mght I went down to the basement of 25 
Topiel Street, and weaving my way carefully among the 
limp bodies of the sleepers I reached the wall where 
Zofia’s mother was lying on her mattress She was beauti- 
ful to look at, and her ripe old age only emphasized the 
seremty of her soul. 

I sat down on the edge of her mattress, stretching my 
tired legs so as to span a long-haired head and the bade 
of a snoring body. 

“Is something wrong here in your cellar^” I asked, 
intimatiag that I had heard rumors about it 

“Yes, my dear. There is unrest here, and I think it 
emanates from a strange couple who came here not very 
long ago. They are telhng people such dreadful things, 
my dear ” 

"What are they telhng people?” 

“One bit of nonsense or another. They say that the 
Uprising has been provoked by the Bntish, so tihat we 
would pull their chestnuts out of the &e with our bare 
hands, and that the Soviets will never help us Not a 
chance, they say, and claim that the Russians have some 
sort of secret agreement with the Germans to let us all 
die here unless we surrender.” 

The couple was soon removed from the cellar, and our 
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Sectirity Corps took the matter in hand. It was quickly 
established that they were a pair of German spies whose 
mission was to sow despair and spread panic among the 
civ ilian population. They met swift justice. 



CHAPTER 


IN THE OLD TOWN 


T 

J. HE BOMBERS that often flew over our heads, 
without dropping their loads upon us, were bound for 
Stare Miasto, the Old Town on the banks of the Vistula, 
and so were the shells of the German artillery For eight 
days the strategic Old Town adjoinmg our district of 
Powisle in the north had been under constant fire and 
in the thick of battle. Its defenders could not last much 
longer without sleep or rest. To reheve them a call for 
volunteers was issued all over the city, for soldiers, nurses 
and liaison girls We knew that once the Old Town fell, 
the da)^ of our own district would be numbered, and that 
its lot today would be ours tomorrow. 

Sweeper smiled broadly when he saw me getting ready 
to go. 

“Good,” he said. “ItH be jollier with you along, Aneri.” 

To reach the Old Town from Topiel Street m the pre- 
historic days before the Uprising was a matter of a short 
leisurely walk. In twenty mmutes one could get to the 
ancient Cathedral of St John. Or one could promenade 
to the Old Market Place to feed the pigeons there. Or 
one could go late at mght, after a ball, to the Fulaer wine 
cellars where generation after generation of Fukiers had 
boasted of servmg the choicest wmes in all Warsaw. 

But this was August 9, 1944 AH the usual routes were 
barred by German forces. There was only one safe rrad 
to the Old Town: through the sewers. 

Before the Uprising, as far as I know, the Home Army 
never used the sewers as passages. The first time I ever 
heard of their use for military opCTations was during die 
Battle of the Ghetto. Many Jews escaped dirou^ frie 
sewers. When the Germans discovered their underground 
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lanes, thev inundated and gassed them, kilhng hundreds 
in flight This was in April, 1943, and we could not forget 
it. Neither did we forget the last appeal of Michal Klep- 
fis7, the young leader of the Ghetto, to his people Michal 
Klepfisz was posthumously awarded by the President of 
Poland the Yirtvti Milttari, our highest mihtary decora- 
tion The Home Army could not rise at the time of the 
Battle of the Ghetto, as there was no chance of victory 
The Red Army was far away, and so was the prospect of 
hberation. The few sad-eyed survivors of the Battle of the 
Ghetto told us then “The same things will happen to you, 
only a little later, you’ll see. You have two years, maybe” 
We remembered the words And the same thmgs did 
happen— fifteen months later 
The entrance to the sewers that led to the Old Town 
was near the Napoleon Caf4 When we got there, we found 
a large group of nurses, soldiers and liaison girls waiting 
A soldier who had come up from the Old Town was to 
gmde us He looked tough and was armed to the teeth, 
with a few grenades danghng at his belt, and a brand-new 
Sten gun He was bareheaded, his trousers were rolled up 
above his knotty knees, and he wore a German mihtary 
coat. Altogether he looked both ridiculous and heroic, and 
I could not make up my mind which was more stnkmg 
We, too, rolled up our trousers as high as we could and 
went down a narrow ladder of iron rods I had the feelmg 
of descending mto a grave, but the laughs and jokes of the 
others reassured me somewhat Above, from the round 
patch of dayhght I heard the voice of the commanding 
officer in charge of the post 
“Hurry up? Have you lost your legs? Snails are faster 
than you Hurry up! The Germans may come up, then 
you’ll be sitting pretty ” 

Fmally everybody scrambled in. 

The sewers at this pomt were high enough for us to 
walk in, though we had to bend down. The pipe ran 
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straight ahead. It was dark. Contrary to my fears, the 
sewers seemed dry and the stench did not seem too bad 
at first. We moved forward m a single file. I was cold 
shivering, and yet I felt sweat rolling in drops down mv 
face and neck. Danuta and Sparrow were directly ahead 
of me, Yanosik and Golecz right behind me. 

After what seemed like a long time, the sewers enlarged 
so that we could straighten up and even walk m pans 
Our eyes got used to the darkness, and I saw Danuta and 
Sparrow getting close together as they walked, side by 
side, their hands clasped tightly. Phosphorescent arrows 
on the walls pomted our way wherever the sewers forked 

And then it grew worse with every step. The pipes nar- 
rowed again, and we had to breathe the filthy air That 
hateful stench, sticking to our clothes and in our hair, filled 
our throats and our mouths with nausea. I heard someone 
behind me vomit, and only with great effort managed not 
to do the same The roadway now dropped, and the sewers 
became so small that we had to get down on all fours, and 
crawl ahead like monkeys, our hands and our knees and 
our feet anlde-deep in dirt and human excrement, our 
faces smeared with filth. 

“Brrr! At least I don’t have to see it ” I tned to keep 
up courage by jokmg, but could not 

Yanosih kept up a stream of talk behind me, and croaked 
authoritatively: “A man stinks like that when there’s no 
soul left in him any more ” 

“Do you claim to have a soul, O, Beardless One?” a 
voice answered, lettmg the implication sink deep into 
Yanosik’s guileless conscience. 

“It IS not I that stmketh, methinks,” retorted Yanosik 
‘Tie, sir, you ought to be ashamed even to raise your 
impudent voice.” 

Left hand ahead, then nght hand, then slowly, not to 
splash dirt on the face of the man behind, left foot drawn 
in, then the right one . . . Endless seemed this pattern (rf 
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crawling in the foul scum The straps of the heavy ruck- 
sack cut deep mto my shoulders. My back ached My 
heart pounded from exertion, and blood flooded my bram 
One could not stop crawhng for a moment. It was worse 
than bemg in a tomb. A sense of unbearable weanness 
was overcommg me. The rucksack kept sliding down and 
pressmg on the nape of my neck, and I could do nothing 
about it. Danuta moved too fast ahead of me, and a wet, 
staking piece hit my face. What was there to do but con- 
tinue tie monkey steps, left hand, right hand, left foot, 
right foot. But it could not last much longer. A few more 
steps, and I would fall flat on my face, and die there, 
drowned in slime. 

“Quite a family tomb they prepared for us," someone 
sneered, “but— damn them— they forgot to take the refuse 
out" 

Three and a half hours passed before I saw a crescent of 
light Those ahead of me were chmbmg up the ladder 
aheady. 

“Krasinski Square,” someone sighed. 

I started up fie ladder. Strong hands from above seized 
me under the shoulders and prilled me up, into the sun- 
shine, but I could not see it My eyes were bloodshot from 
the strain of crawling with my head bent We aU stood 
there for a brief moment, shieldmg our eyes with our filthy 
hands. Then we were led away, before die German planes 
could come and spot us. 

We found ourselves in a very large basement obviously 
the storeroom of a big commercial house. Several hundred 
people were lying, fast asleep, on mats and mattresses 
spread on the floor. They must have been dead tired, for 
our entrance did not wake them. They all wore the red- 
and-white armbands of the Home Army. 

The urge to tear off my clothes and wash myself was 
so great ffiat I began to cry. Water was precious in the 
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Old Town and had to be rationed even for ns. I was 
nauseous. 

Here, drink this, a man said, and he poured down mv 
throat a glassful of water with mmt in it. I swallowed ani 
brighten^ up. With my mouth refreshed, I looked at my 
savior He was nothmg but a collection of bones, somehow 
held together to form a long, lean body. He resembled 
Don Quixote so. much that I could never thmlr of him 
under any other name. 

Someone thrust a piece of chocolate in my hand, mut- 
tering, “Here, have some We got lots of it from the Ger- 
mans,” 

I held up the chocolate, and my nausea returned. Then 
Don Quixote gave me another glass of mint water, and 
this time it really put me on my feet. I felt well enough 
to answer questions about the situation in my district of 
Powisle and in the center of the city The defenders of 
the Old Town were full of hope and cocksure of them- 
selves. 

“As long as we can get some sleep onCe in a while, 
everythmg will be well,” they said. ‘We’ll hold on, don’t 
worry, until the Russians come ” 

We reported to the head nurse of the hospital established 
since the Uprising m Fulaer’s wme cel^s, and found 
about a hundred nurses there swaying on their feet from 
overwork and lack of sleep. Don Quixote was there, too. 
It appeared that he was one of the doctors Our contingent 
took over the wards from the Old Town nurses, ifere 
was plenty of work, but everythmg was well oi^anized. 
No one was panicky in the Old Town. The cellars were so 
deep and the waHs so thick that the racket of fire and 
bombs hardly reached ik. 

In a comer there was a bed in which a man lay covered 
with a fancy pink honeymoonish blanket jailled over his 
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head To find out what was the matter with him, I raised 
one edge of the blanket. Before me was the peaceful, 
sleepmg face of Scholar 

Scholar did not wake up. No one was around except 
Don Quixote, who had sent everyone else off to sleep, 
without leaving the ward himself, 

“Won t you sit down for a second, doctor f*” I suggested 
mildly “I do want to know about Scholar ” 

“The idea!” he scoffed “Fme time you pick for yotu 
flirtations!” Growhng, he sat down after I introduced my- 
self I learned that he was a colonel, a surgeon, and quickly 
perceived that he was only actmg the part of a savage 
He knew Scholar quite well, and had heard about me from 
him, too 

“Is the big brute m love with you^” he asked 
“But no!” I protested vehemently "We worked together 
for a long time, that’s aH ” 

Don Quixote seemed sceptical He told me that Scholar 
was not really wounded, but had two nbs broken durmg 
the bombardment of the Crooked Circle when he tried 
to rescue a woman from imder the debris of her house. 
Then, in speakmg of “Christopher’s men” in the Old Town, 
he mentioned Andrew 

“Andrew'^ Where is he?” I asked eagerly. 

“How do I know? I can think of better jobs than being 
Andrew’s keeper Probably fast asleep imder some fancy 
pink blanket” He winked at me, and his wmk looked 
strange m his dead-pan face. “Oh well, he may be on a 
patrol, too, for all I faiow,” he ended, under my withermg 
glance. He got up and waved his hand as if to mdicate 
how much work there was for us Then he turned and 
asked casually: “You knew Lucia, too, no doubti^” 

His voice was a bit too casual, it struck me afterwards 
“Why,, of course. Is Lucia here, too?” 

“No,” he said sharply and shrugged his dioulders “I 
guess you’ll be talkmg to Scholar He’ll tell you all the 
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news ” he said m a voice which was disturbingly 
But Don Quixote did not look at me He walked awav, 
and his long, noiseless steps carried him to the far end of 
the ward. 

A new transport of wounded arrived, and we had to 
work hard But a persistent thought pestered me: “Luda, 
where is she^ Why didn’t he tell me?” I could not drive 
away a premonition of evil, a strange feeling to have when 
people were falhng around you like leaves in the autumn 

Don Quixote did not go to sleep. He was right there, at 
the makeshift "operatmg table” with the other doctors 
They had dressings and bandages and serums at the Old 
Town hospitals, but no anesthetics The operations were 
performed just the same. You could watch your leg being 
cut off by skillful hands until you fainted away, and felt 
happier in half-death than in life. 

They brought a young girl there and laid her on tlie 
operatmg table Her hair was white, or perhaps it seemed 
so from me ashes of the burning house where they found 
her Her face, too, was as white as the Host Don Quixote 
took the sharp surgical saw in his hand. Two doctors and 
nurses gathered around the table. They had to amputate 
the girl’s crushed leg. There was no other way Hopeless- 
ness swept over me, and I longed suddenly for Scholar’s 
quiet assurance, and his strong friendship, such as a man 
can give. 

Scholar would not wake up After repeated attempts on 
my part to bring him to consciousness, he opened one eye, 
and growled savagely; “Damn it! Won’t you let me aloa^?” 

He closed his eye again and was feist asleep before <H»e 
could count three. 

“Scholar, please,” I whispered, “please, wake rp. I can’t 
wait any longer” 

He sat up dien, quite conscious, without openmg his 
ey^, smiling b^tific^y. 
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"What a lovely dream ” he murmured, and fell back on 
ihe pillow. 

Long hours passed before Scholar finally woke up He 
was not surprised at seeing me in the Old Town at all 

"I knew you’d come,” he said mysteriously. 

"Fancy that! I didn’t. Why didn’t you tell me? And how 
come you are here? And Andrew?” 

"It was some sort of a mk-up,” Scholar explained "We 
had brought a mm umtion for the Old Town, Andrew and 
myself, and were going back when some idiot started 
shootmg too early on Miodowa Street, and tihe other boys 
followed the lead, being naturally jumpy. And, then, well, 
we just stayed here ” 

“They tell me you have two nbs busted ” 

"Oh, what liars they all are* Not busted Just shghtly 
cracked A wee bit. And all because of a woman.” 

"What do you mean. Scholar?” 

"Well, there was one woman there. She screamed so 
you’d think all the houses of the Old Town had crumbled 
down on her. But it was just a piece of her own house 
One wall, as a matter of fact. Rather uncomfortable, I 
thought, and tried to help her out And then another bomb 
fell there, and I was sort of dug in myseE Hence, the two 
ribs.” 

“Did they save the woman, too?” 

“N-n-n-o . . . Only the upper half. Both her legs were 
tom o£F.” 

Scholar did not say anythmg about Lucia, and I was 
afraid to ask him. It was gettmg late, and the nurses began 
serving the supper plates m the ward 

“m have to go outside now. Scholar,” I said “I’ll be 
back to see you.” 

After dimbing dozens of steps, wmding and narrow, I 
finally came out on the Old Market Place It was ht up 
with fires. A voice asked me for directions, which I could 
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not give, but a woman behmd me answered in I 
turned around and saw that she was a nurse. 

“It’s been like this ever since the first day,” she re- 
marked, pomting at the fires “They’ll bum everythmg 
here, the dogs. There’ll be no Old Town any more ” 

The nurse was from the Old Town, and loved it. She 
could almost tell by the sound of explosions what the 
flames were devouring and whose hves were in jeopardy. 

We stood there, silent, for a long time, watching those 
filres Omr helplessness lay like a heavy burden on our 
shoulders. The beauty built up through centunes of Pohsh 
history was bummg to ashes before our bloodshot eyes 
No one could ever rebuild the Old Town I remembered 
the slenderness of the fourteenth-century Cathedral of St 
John, and Knights’ Street, the narrowest in the Old Town, 
and the polychrome of the ancient Market Place where 
the pigeons held their conventions— and I just sat there, 
on the step of FuMer’s wineshop, and cned in helpless 
rage. Tears have no weight in international politics, I 
knew. The greatness of our faith and the smaflness of our 
hope made me cry. 

Andrew was waiting for me at Scholar’s bedside When 
he saw me commg, he began to caper among the beds the 
way small boys do tie threw his arms around my neck and 
kissed my cheeks, my hands, my hair, laughing and ex- 
claiming: “It’s you, it’s really youl” 

"Behave yourself,” I admonished him, "You’re in a hos- 
pital ward, you know.” 

But the patients did not mind. No one was asleep yet, 
and they obviously enjoyed Andrew’s exuberance. He 
gave me his version of events now in quick, cha<^c 
phrases. Then he stopped short in the middle of a sen- 
tence. 

‘Tuda is deid,” he said, and all the exuberance was 
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gone out of him He said it quietly, in a low voice, his 
eyes glued to the floor of the cellar. 

I could not have expected any other news after Don 
Quixotes half-words. Yet it hit me hard. It was not like 
Lucia to die 

“Are you sure, Andrew^” 

“Sure Cadet Cebula told me. He was coming home to 
say good-bye to his mother Lucia was gomg to her unit 
On Qie Three Crosses Square they walked mto the path 
of German fire. Cebula came here wounded Lucia got a 
bullet in her head. Instant death. Cebula is dead now, 
too.” 

“She was all alone,” I said. “She did not leave anyone 
behmd, at least.” 

“You are wrong,” Aodrew said wearily. “She did leave 
someone who loved her very much, whom her death hurt 
terribly.” I was startled to leam that Don Quixote had 
been in love with Lucia, for I alone knew Lucia's secret, 
the miserable secret of her flight from love She had once 
loved a German Scholar watched me keenly. 

“What is it that you know about Lucm that we don’t 
fcttow^” he pressed. Death had now broken the seal of 
secrecy on me story of Lucia, datmg back to February, 
1942, when she and I had earned orders to our fore^ 
units m the Holy Cross Mountains, m Central Poland. 

It was a cold evening, I recalled, and the |oumey was 
long. We thumbed a ride from a German -milit ary trudk 
going our way, after promismg the fat driver a large sum 
of money and a bottle of vodka. Vodka was especially 
coveted by the Germans We told him we were gomg to 
the country for some butter and food He had to hide us 
in the huge cases on his truck whenever we approached 
German patrols on the highway. The driver was appar- 
ently very scared over his contraband, but needed money. 
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“One must live ” lie i^d apologetically. He was a 
Bavarian, and was talkative. Hdngs were not going well 
in Germany, he told us. The “fares” from his “passraigers” 
pOToitted him to buy some food in Poland and send it to 
his family. 

About 3.00 A M., the German let us off near the village 
of Okrzyn. We had about twelve miles to hike to our des- 
tination. We gave the driver two hundred zlot\'S and a 
bottle of vodka, and his truck rolled on. Lucia knew this 
part of the coimtry well, having served here as a “forest 
woman” earlier in the war. 

We waited a moment, then wandered ofiF in opposite 
directions, always mmdful of the maxim that God guards 
hiTn who guards himself. After a lapse of some twentv’ 
minutes, in biting February cold, we got off the road, 
opened our rucksacks and changed our clothes, so that 
we would look different from the description the driver 
might possibly give to any German patrci. It was not mudh 
of a “camouflage,” but still it was worth something. Now 
we were no longer food smug^ers, but “ladies from the 
city” who went to the country to trade their old clothes 
for food. 

Lucia took out a piece of papa: and in the weak ^ow 
of a flashlight she diecked our route. It was safer to go 
through the forest, steering away from the beatai track. 
She walked ahead, and I tried to keep up with her even, 
easy stride. Much as I tried, I walked Iflce an elephant com- 
pared with Lucia’s noiseless steps Every now and thea 
I would step on a dry branch on the ground or bump my 
head into me festoons of snow hanging low from tfe 
burdened trees. 

When dawn came, we had covered about half die dis- 
tance. We sat down to rest in the soft snow. 

Something bothered Lucia, I felt, but could not imagine 
what it was. I knew her as a fearless and cautious soldier 
of the Underground, steady and not rash. 
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T am ajBraid " Lucia said simply. 

“Afraid^” I was stunned. “Afraid of the Germans'^ 

“No,” Lucia replied. “Afraid of one German.” 

There was a long silence. No silence is as quiet as the 
silence of a forest under the snow. An ill-defined feehng 
of fear crept over me, too. 

"What is it, Lucia?” I ashed, and she responded m- 
stantly, in an even, unhumed voice, as if anxious to get 
rid of her fears through a full confession. 

She had been in the Underground ever since 1939. Her 
parents were dead, and she had no one but a brother, 
Lutek, a year younger, a member of an infantry regiment 
that continued fighting the Germans after the campaign 
in Poland was over, operatmg from the forests in the Holy 
Cross Mountains. In 1940, Lucia joined her brother’s nmt 
and served as a nurse, cook, soldier and haison woman. 

The forest units bad spacious “barracls” dug out deep 
down imder the ferns and tree roots. They bad nailed to- 
gether planks for their beds, stools and tables. They bad 
underground rooms, and a “kitchen” filled with provisions 
bread, smoked meat, sausage, lard and milk Many of the 
boys came from the neighboring villages. They knew the 
lay of the country intimately. Several times the Germans 
attranpted to smoke out of their boles the “Communists,” 
as they were fond of calling the Polish guerrillas, but they 
never succeeded. 

An old major gave the “forest men” courses in mihtary 
science. He had no home to go to, for his wife and chil- 
dren had been murdered by die Germans, and this forest 
dugout had become his home and these boys his family . 

Lucia worked hard and was getting her bearings livmg 
as a “forest woman.” She would walk through the coimtry 
dressed as a peasant girl, a sickle in her hand, as if going 
to harvest, or carrying a jug of milk for sale. The old major 
tdld her she was invaluable to the detachment. 

One mght the sentnes signaled that a strong German 
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patrol was approaching. Lutek and the major went out 
immediately. Later the boys followed, leavmg Lucia in 
the hide-out She could hear no shots, but there were dull 
thuds above her head. 

She went out It was dawning. In a thicket near bv 
was Lutek with a few of his men, talking to the doctor <rf 
the regiment. The doctor was dressed in a peasant garb 
and at first Lucia did not recognize him. On the ground 
were five men, bound and gagged, German prisoners. 

“All right, doctor, well take that one home with us ” 
Lutek declared. 

They sent the four other Germans away. The fifth one 
was woimded. He was an officer. He had a bullet in his 
chest, but was conscious. The doctor put a dressing on 
his wound, gave him some medicine, and the boys brou^t 
him down to their cave. 

Lucia was assigned to take care of the young German 
officer For severm days he lay there in high fever, (m the 
verge of death Then he began to gain slowly. But the 
bullet was still in his body and could not be taken out 
The German was handsome. He seemed land. And he 
seemed upnght. His mother was Polish, he told Lucia, and 
he himseu spoke good, pure PolisL 
The convalescence dragged on, and Lucia began to 
realize that she was in love with the German prisoner, 
and that he was in love with her. They never spoke about 
it, but they both knew it The German was often ques- 
tioned by Lutek and the old major. He never betrayed 
German mihtary secrets, but he a^ed Lutek to trust bfru 
that he would iso never betray the “forest mens* sea^ 
He gave Lutek his word, too, that he would not try to 
escape. He asked to be albwai to stay as long as possible 
with the unit. 

One night the young German called Lnda over to hfm 
She went to his bedside, afeafei of what she mig^t Imar, not 
wanting to hear it, yet longmg for it, toa 
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“Would it change anything in your hfe, Lucia, if I 
joined the Home Aimy?” he asked. Lucia was not startled 
She had thought of it as a possibility. 

“Nothing can be changed in my life,” she answered. 
“Nothing you could do would change it.” 

The German was not surprised. He did not raise any 
other questions, did not plead, or declare his love. It was 
strange, this exchange between two who were madly m 
love, yet who would not allow themselves to talk of it. 

The next day Lucia left for Warsaw. She ran away. She 
stayed in Warsaw three months. When she returned, with 
news and orders for the “forest men,” the German was 
still with the unit He was no longer a prisoner of war, 
but worked with the Poles. He was domg an administra- 
tive ]ob and was under strict surveillance, but showed no 
signs of ever wanting to leave. He did everything he was 
told to do He even made a bonfire of his German uniform. 

“1 stayed there two weeks,” Lucia ended. “Two dread- 
ful weeks of love that grew stronger in me with each 
passing day, and for which I hated myself more and more 
each day. I ran away then. Whether it was brave or 
cowardly I still don’t know. I wrote to Lutek that I could 
not stay. I never knew whether he understood or not. 
Now I have volunteered to go on this mission. Perhaps he 
is not there any more. Lutek did not write and yet he 
knew I was coming. Perhaps I don’t even love him any 
more. But I am fearful.” 

In the long silence that followed I wondered what she 
was afraid of: seeing the German again, or . . , not finding 
him there. 

There was only one more mile ahead of us. I could see 
how close we were gettmg to the fwest camp by looking 
at Lucia’s face As we plowed on, she grew pale and her 
hands trembled violently. 

It was full momii^ when we reached the camp. We 
were expected, and were warmly received. The German 
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was nowhere aroimii. Lucia ashed no questions, The men 
said nothing. 

It was not until later that some recent recruit who had 
never seen Lucia before, but heard that she had been with 
the unit, suddenly hurst out' ‘Say, Miss, you hew that 
German who Med himself two months hacF 


“Yes. I hew him,” Lucia said as if this was old new to 


her. “Where did you bury himf 
“Over there, beyond the dearmg He was as crazy as a 
loon, 4at German was Kept saying that he did not bow 
how to hve. That was funny.” 


Lucia waited patiently until he finished talang Then 
she got up quietly, and unobtrusively walfed away I 
watched her Isappear m the fcuest dearmg. 
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F^or two days and two nights we went with- 
out sleep, working uninterruptedly in the underground 
hospital to give the local nurses a chance to recuperate. 
This was my third and last day m the Old Town. The 
news was not good They who stramed their ears toward 
the East heard only the ill-bodmg silence of the Russian 
cannon on the other side of the Vistula New wounded 
were pouring in. Alarming new casualty figures were 
being reported And aH the time the weak moans of a 
fifteen-year-old boy in my ward accompanied me on my 
tours. 

It was the boy who had taken a tank singlehanded 
on Zjazd Street m the first days of the fighting. He could 
not speak He could only moan By a miracle his eyes ha d 
escaped mjuiy while the rest of his face was burned by an 
incendiary bomb and his body ripped by shell fragments. 
His lips were black and swoUen, and he was all covered 
with bandages. We had to feed him through a tube I 
toudxed his hand in one troy spot where tiiere was no 
dressing. He smiled with his eyes. 

Suddenly I felt tembly afraid that I should die without 
seeing the day of freedom for which I had waited these 
five horror-filled years. In the fifty-eighth hour of work I 
broke down. 

After a few hours of sleep, I woke up to find that our 
party from Powisle was preparing to go home. We hari 
done whatever we could to reheve the posts in the Old 
Town, but we were needed in our own sector, too. Scholar 
and Andrew were retummg with us,»to man the manhniA 
gun Yanosik had taken in our mght attack on the Uni- 
vCTsity. Yanc^ik had persuaded the Old Town command 
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to give him some ammunitioii for our precious weapon 

Our rucksacks were lighter on our way back. Coming 
to the Old Town, we had carried as many medical sup- 
plies as each of us could possibly take Now we only had 
some grenades, arms, ammunition and chocolate. 

I dreaded the return trip through the sewers. Three 
days were not enough to obhterate the memory of my 
first journey through them But there was no oAer way 
out of die Old Town. Yanosik gave me an old gas mask, 
but it did not help much The trip seemed worse than 
the first time, and when we finally emerged mto the open 
on Warecka Street, I was seized with violent fits of nausea. 
By the time we had reached Topiel Street, I had recov- 
ered sufficiently so that Barbarka would not mistakft me 
for a scarecrow. 

In one of the cellars of our block, there had been about 
a dozen youths, all strangers, who had refiised to join the 
Home Army, and only reluctantly had lent a hand in the 
building of our bamcad®. We knew that they belonged 
to the Amaa Ludotoa, the People s Army, a Communist 
organization under orders from Moscow. I now saw them 
wearing the red-and-white armbands with the letters 
“A L.”— Armta Ltidotva. Although they still had no arms, 
it seemed as if they had been instructed to join in the 
Uprising. There were reports that the Peoples Army 
was actually fighting already in other parts (rf the city. 
Did it not mean that the Soviet forces would shortly enter 
Warsaw? We could expect the Russians any day, any hour 
now, I comforted myself. 

In the officers” room at Sweeper’s post, Danuta and Spar- 
row lay on the floor, too exhausted to move, too much in 
love to part, even for a rest I sat down cm the floor near 
them. 

“Conm, Danuta, you cm^t to rest now,* I said. She 
needed it badly, too. She had gone Ihrou^ the sewers 
four times already. 
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Danuta was nmeteen. She was from Eastern Poland I 
learned her story from bits of confidences, for she was not 
prone to unbmrden herself She lost her family and came 
to Warsaw in 1940, a fifteen-year-old, alone, in rags and 
himgry. A woman teacher found her roammg the streets 
and befriended her, though she was as poor as a church 
mouse herself. She worked in the Underground, and Da- 
nuta joined the organization, too. A few months after she 
had found a new “home,” her benefactress was arrested 
by the Germans and taken to the Oswiecim Camp. Danuta 
was left alone again. She continued to work for the Under- 
ground, for the Home Army. She knew what hunger was 
from her experiences throughout the war years, but was 
ashamed to ask for food from the people she worked with 
They did not have much themselves. 

■y^en I met her at om post, as a liaison girl of Com- 
mand 2/4, Danuta had a much-mended dress on, and a 
shp, all she possessed. She washed the shp every day as 
long as there was water She told me once that she had 
never eaten as regularly and as well as in our field kitchen 
I was appafled, because our food was a far cry from any 
decent or adequate diet. We served mostly soups, gruel or 
lean dumplings; we had very little bread, and the eggs 
the quartermaster would send us occasionally were half- 
spoiled. 

Mrs. Yadviga Wosicka, always bokmg for people who 
needed things done for Aem, unearthed a piece of black 
material and made a uniform for Danuta out of it HI 
never forget Danuta as she put on her uniform for the 
first time. She was as radiant as any girl when she puts on 
her first evening gown. 

The world did not exist and did not matter for Danuta 
when Sparrow was around. I felt sony for her. She de- 
served great happiness after the kind of youth she had 
had. Sparrow was married, and though he was estranged 
from his wife, he had a little daughter whom he loved 
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very mucli. IDanut^ never got things the easy way, as so 
many other women did. She always had to fight for them. 

Some of the boys came in. Sweeper was v^^th them, and 
we jointly persuaded Danuta to get some rest m the girls’ 
quarters. She left reluctantly, but was too fared to object 
I, too, needed a breathing spell I returned to the statioru 
Heavily I sat down on the cot Suddenly I w^as startled by 
someone moving near by. 

“It s me,” I heard a low voice behind me, Danuta s voice. 

“What are you domg here?*” I scolded mildly. “I thought 
you had gone to your quarters to rest.” 

“I must tell you something,” she said. 

She lay quietly for a moment without stirring, without 
spealdng. Then she said: 

“After the Uprising Sparrow and I are going to get 
married. HeU get a divorce, Aneri He does not love his 
wife, and she is not good for him. She does not love him 
as I do” 

She said it all very quiddy. She put her thin arms 
around me and nestled against me, like a child, the way 
Barbarka used to do whenever she had something rai her 
mind. 

“Do you love him that much, Danuta^ 

“More than life,” she said. There was no passion in her 
voice Etenuta lay back, still holding my hmid. 

“I think I could not live without him ,” die said. “When 
I close my eyes, and think, just think, that he is far 
from me, darlmess comes over me, cold, empty darikness. 
And then ... I think he is with me again, that he’s only 
mme, and then it’s warm and golden. And the wotid 
seans kind.” 

“He has a small daughter, Danuta. Her mother might 
not let him have her. What then^ ¥oa know how he 
loves that diild.” 

'^he will give her to us. Sie wifl. She does not care 
for the little one, either” 
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“How <Jo you know?” 

Danuta did not answer. 

"We’ll Have a baby,” sbe dreamed. “A baby boy. He’ll 
grow up to be like Sparrow. And I’ll love his daughter 
as my own. Life will be good. I never knew what a good 
life IS,” she sighed “I never knew life could be happy 
at alL But it can Oh, we will be so happy, so happy ” 

Danuta feh asleep. 

I went down to the cellar and prepared luxuriously for 
a long rest I washed once more, took ofF my overalls 
and put on a mghtgown. Oh, to sleep in a nightgown! 
I had not done it for thirteen days, smce tibe begmnmg 
of the XJprismg. It felt so good to be clean, to stretch 
on the cot, relax, and go to sleep. “Let the Germans shoot 
as they please,” I thought, falling asleep “Nothmg will 
bother me ” 

The sound of running feet and excited voices in the 
street woke me up. I caught the words “Allied planes'” 
and bounced out of bed Throwing a black coat over my 
nightgown, I ran out of the cellar lb the street I stumbled 
over a huge bundle of material. There was a of 
metal. I bent down to find it was a parachute. Our boys 
were all running in one direction I jomed them. 

Sweeper and his men had already brought down fr o m 
the roof a “gift from heaven.” It was a heavy cigar-shaped 
c^e, about twelve feet long, with big buckles at both 
mids, which opened easily. They carried it amidst joyous 
clamor and wild excitement to the cellar, that gift from 
our AHi^!. 

“They say four of them fell in our sector,” a voice 
panted in my ear. 

The “cigar” contained three “Piats,” British anti-tank 
guns of the bazooka type. The wrappings were mostly 
civilian trousers. There were also a few khab Army coats. 
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The ammunition came in nine long tubes, tied in three 
bundles. Cigarettes and containers of powdered tea— a 
delicious mixture of tea, milk and sugar— filled the re- 
mainmg space in tie “cigar.” 

It was reported that another “cigar” fell on Dobra 
Street, not far from us, and Sweeper dashed over there 
immediately. Meanwhile we spread out the garments in 
which the parts of each Piat were wrapped. Instructions, 
printed both in Polish and in English, were pinned to the 
clothes telhng how to assemble and use the Piats. We 
tned to spell out the queer foreign words of fhe language 
that our Allies spoke. They were to us what old Baloo s 
Master Words of the jungle must have been for Mowgli- 
‘TVe be of one blood, ye and I!” 

And then, into this festive atmosphere of Unit Two, 
Company Four, the adjutant of Captain Biybar, die com- 
mander of Group Vin, walked in. 

“Who’s in command here?” he asked. His voice was 
cold and biting. 

In the absence of Sweeper who was looking for the 
other “cigar,” Lieutenant Zodi, his seamd in command, 
came forward and reported to Eiybar’s adjutant 

"What s the big idea of opening it up here. Lieutenant? 
Don’t you know your orders^ Don’t you know you can’t 
do it without the special permission of Captain Erybar? 
You must give up Ihe arms and ammunition. And you’ll 
be disciplined, Laeutenant” 

Ihere was a moment of stunned siloice. Then a chorus 
of angry voices burst out: 

“But we have no arms here.” 

“It fell on our sector.” 

“We won’t give it upl” 

Krybar’s adjutant was in no mood for n^otiating. He 
was an old-school, regular army ofiBcer. 

“I’ll teach you,” he snapped- "You call yoursdves 
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soldiers?” There was scorn in his voice. He turned menac- 
ingly toward Zoch and repeated, “YouTl be disciplined for 
that, Lieutenant I’ll see to it that you are ” 

But Zoch was not to be scared. He pounded the table 
with his two fists and protested angrily agamst givmg up 
the Fiats. The angry voices swelled into a loud chorus. 
The guards on the barricade joined m the argument over 
the &ree guns and the nme long tubes of ammunition, 
laid among the strewn clothes. Some of the boys clenched 
their fists and their eyes sparlded with anger 

Argumg all the while that we ought to keep the “cigar” 
with all its contents, I pushed my way through the crowd 
toward Krybar’s adjutant and Lieutenant Zoch And it 
was only then, right in the middle of my heated harangue, 
that I suddenly remembered the Germans, half a block 
away from us. at the Umversity I stopped short, in the 
middle of the sentence, and instead of saying that never, 
never would we surrender the guns, I said "Please! 
Suppose the Germans made a sortie right now. They’d 
m^e sauerkraut out of us!” 

Krybar’s adjutant looked at me queerly. It was only 
later that I reahzed that it must have been annoying 
to him see a woman civilian in her nightgown, with a 
black coat thrown over her shoulders, stickmg her nose 
in a mihtary matter But at the time I was not conscious 
of my attire. 

Lieutenant Zoch cooled down. Orders were orders, 
after all, and most unfortunately, and— technically speak- 
mg— Kiybar’s adjutant was right We had to give up our 
find But we did receive one Fiat and one-tibjrd of the 
ammunition, and a few pans of trousers. 

After Krybar’s adjutant had left, I looked at an en- 
velope I was holding tight in my left hand. I had thought 
it was anolher set of instructions, and was gomg to read 
them carefully now 
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The envelope was bulk)% builder than the instrudaons. 
I opened it unt hin ldngly, and saw small sheets of paper, 
covered with scrawling handwntmg I looked closely It 
was m Pohsh 

“Do Wcdczacych Brad tc Warszatde^” I read. “To our 
fightmg brothers in Warsaw!” 

Then I felt my throat tighten. The plane that had 
dropped the supplies must have been flown by Polish 
airmen, by our brothers, fightmg abroad, alongside our 
Allies I held the crumpled sheets reverently and drank 
in the words of the letter: 

“This is the first time they let us fly to Warsaw to bring 
you help It's a long way from Italy to your barricades. 
Yet it IS but one stretch of the long road we have to take 
to go back to you, to Poland, and to freedom. We have 
fought on all the battlefronts of this war, wherever our 
blood was needed. We have fought for Poland, and not 
only for Poland. For men s freedom throughout the world. 
Through many battle I followed the roads that led us 
back widi but one thought* the thought of Poland. I 
could not shorten the long trails of war Yet it was nearer 
with each battle. Each German plane shot down brought 
us closer to home. 

“Today— my city is burning, and you are fighting on 
Warsaw's barricades It's so £ax. We could not come 
earher They did not let us fly to you We have to fight 
for our right to bring you whatever help we can. We 
fight for our turns to be assigned to this mission. If we 
only could, we would all come to you. 

'Relieve us that we are one with you, one in heart, 
and one in mind. I cannot possibly describe the hell we 
go through here, dunlong of your fight there, your lonely, 
magnificent, unaided struggle. We believe that your su- 
preme effort will never be forgotten. God knows we will 
never forget it 
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“My home was on Browama Street. Perhaps my mother 
and my sisters are still there. I don’t know. I do not plead 
for them 

“I am a child of Warsaw. The same blood, your blood, 
flows through my vems, and the rhylhm of our hearts is 
the same I wake up at night and see your bamcades, 
as if I had built them with you, with my own hands . 

“May God help you and strengthen you, brothers.” 

There was no name at the end of the letter Only this 
signature. “A sergeant of the Polish Air Force ” His home 
was on Browama Street, one block from my station, 
across from die German machine guns at the University 
His mother and sisters hved on Browama Street, where 
fifteen bodies had been lying for diirteen days now, ever 
since the first day of the Uprising, decaymg m the August 
sun. 

For a couple of days it was qmet in Powisle The civil 
authorities ordered the shops opened. A small cafe on 
Tamka Street timidly ventured to resume busmess Withm 
forty-eight hours it ran out of supphes. Grocery stores 
had neither groceries nor vegetables, except some spht 
peas and grits, which they distributed free while th^ey 
lasted. Shoemakers displayed signs that they would re- 
pair soldiers’ boots without charge Tailor shops offered 
to make uniforms and alterations free for members of 
the Home Army. 

A lad whom I had never seen before walked into our 
Red Cross station and offered me a case stuffed with 
shavings and paper. 

“What is it, soldier?” I asked in surprise. 

“To tell the trath, sister. I’m not sure myself,” he an- 
swered, scoopmg out the wrappmgs. The case was full 
of small capsules for injections, morphine, anti-tetanus 
serum and strychnine What a treasure! 

"Where did you get it all?” I gasped 
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“We 'Were searching a former German apartment and 
found it there.” 

Another surprise came when a tailor m our street ap- 
peared "vvith sixty yards of cloth for overcoats, and all he 
wanted in return was an ofiBcial receipt for it He knew 
of another couple of himdred yards stored in Smolna 
Street. “And what land of matend is it^ I mquired. The 
tailor waxed enthusiastic. “Beautiful wool, madame. One 
hardly sees the like of it these days ” 

And then there was the imexpected visit of Mr. Lasko- 
wiak He lived m the neighborhood, had a small daughter, 
and hadl worked in some German office When Warsaw 
was evacuated by the German administration m the latter 
part of July, Laskowiak was left without resources, ex- 
cept for some hundred and fifty yards of heavy canvas 
belting. 

“I have no food to give the child,* he reported to me, 
and asked whether he could exchange the belting for 
victuals. Laskowiak, whose wife had died some months 
before, never confided his troubles to his neighbrnrs. I 
prepared a package of food. 

“This is for your little one,” I said, handing it to him. 
He shifted uneasily on his feet and swallowed hard, “I 
should have given you all the beltmg free, but you un- 
derstand, madame, don’t you? It’s different when a child 
IS hungry. She’s so tiny, you know. You’ve got to feed 
her, at least once in a while.” 

I reassured him. Mr. Laskowiak plucked up encni^ 
courage to tell me that there were some thousands of 
rolls of such belting ill a warehouse in Bradra Street 
and that he had the ke)^ to it. A glance at the material 
showed that we awild make stretchers, of which we had 
so pitifully few, out of it 

In our field kitchen the stocks were getting so low 
that I had to take up the matter with the boys. “We 
have notlung for tonKHXOw’s dnma',” I announced. 
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“Why don’t you cook something with vegetables and 
things?” Yanosik volunteered. 

“Gladly,” I answered coldly, “if you provide the 
vegetables.” 

“Remember the tomatoes I was telling you about after 
our attack on the Umversity?” Yanosh observed “We 
can go there tonight and pick plenty of vegetables for 
dinner tomorrow.” He dismissed lightly such trifles as the 
fact that the vegetable patches were dose to the German 
positions and that a few hand grenades and sharpshoot- 
ers might exact a rather high price for the produce. 

“All right,” I declared "Why don’t we go there to- 
night?” 

With Sweeper’s consent, Yanosik took charge of our 
expedition. Golecz, Nalecz and two other boys, carrying 
big sacks for the green booty, jomed us. 

The night was dark, but the moon would rise later. 
Yanosik led with sure, catlike steps. He knew the ground 
well Every now and then he would make us stay behind 
while he went ahead to reconnoiter. We walked in smgle 
file, makmg haste. As we were about to jump over the 
barbed-wire fence of the garden, a low voice hissed: 
“Password!” 

Before we had time to answer, a shot was fired The 
sentry who had challenged us was obviously jittery We 
fell to the ground, cursmg One of us called out the pass- 
word. But our expedition began to lose its romantic 
aspect as it seemed to us that the German posts had 
been put on guard 

We reached the vegetable patch and got safely past 
our last sentry. The moon was climbing up. There was 
an open space, without even a tmy bush for protection, 
before us. The boys readied their guns while we crawled 
We began gathermg whatever was handy, mostly beets. 
I was rapidly filling my long and wide apron, which 
formed a huge bundle in front of me when I tied its 
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comers. I had to squat and jump hke a frog. We crawled 
on until we reached bean stalks where one could almost 
stand up straight 

“Ihere are breath-talong tomatoes farther on,” Yanosik 
whispered. “Mind you, though, don’t pick the green ones ” 

With both hands I was cramming beans mto my load^ 
apron when I thought I heard a suspicious sound I 
turned toward Yanosik only to find that he was off in the 
tomato patch. And then I heard the same sound agam I 
stood still, and it seemed to me that I heard it a third 
time. Yanosik came over, took me by the hand and pulled 
me down. 

“Duck,” he whispered, taking out his revolver. We lay 
in silence, straining our eyes and ears. Suddenly Yanos& 
burst out laughing. He was pointing at a small white 
object moving at some distance, waddling and making 
quaint noises. 

“Is that a goose, Yanosik, or am I seeing things?” I, 
too, laughed. 

“^ere is nothing I’d rather eat with my tomatoes than 
a goose,” Yanosik ruminated aloud. We knew that the 
Germans at the University raised fowL “Do you know 
how one calls a goose^” Yanosik asked me I shrugged 
my shoulders “G^sey, goosey, goosey, come here,^he 
whispered caressmgly. The goose would not respond 

“There must be a way of calling them,” he sighed “I 
just don’t know the right words %u should have lived 
on a farm, Aneri, and not studied your silly law and 
medicine,” he reproached me. And he began to crawl 
toward the goose. But Nalwz got there first. He wrung 
the bird’s neck, and threw it at us. A dead goose fell at 
our feet. 

A bullet from the University whistled above our heads 
We waited apprehensively, but there were no more shots. 

“A goose for your kitchen, Aneri,” said Nalecz on the 
way back, offering me the prize “It’s skm and bones, 
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though. You won’t get much out of it You ought to com- 
pTain to the German management.” 

Our Red Cross station looked like a vegetable store 
upon our return Sweeper and the other boys particularly 
admired one part of our loot, a big sack of potatoes which 
bore a German military stamp. Clearly, some German had 
gone out for supphes and left the bag temporarily in the 
garden, never anticipatmg that it would vanish in his 
“own backyard” by die tune he returned to collect it 

“His face, can you imagme the expression on his face 
when he comes to pick it up,” I coidd hardly speak be- 
tween convulsions of laughter. The boys aired seme 
hilarious though unprintable remarks Yanosik stood there 
modesdy, takmg his bows for org anizin g the expedition 
He winked at me. 

“The tomatoes, they just melt in your mouth,” he 
chuckled, smackmg his ups. “And they are only begin- 
nmg to npen.” 
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GOD forgotten us^ THe fifteenth day of 
the Uprising had drawn to its end, and the hope for onr 
rescue was growing dimmer and dimmer Our High Com- 
mand had issued orders to ihe “Forest Umts” m the 
vicuiity of Warsaw to come to the rehef of the pressed 
Home Army withm the capital. A large detachment, 
jouied by a contmgent of five hundred boy scouts, ap- 
proached the city from the modem workers’ suburb of 
Kolo On August 15, the Germans intercepted the fr^ 
reserves in the Wola distnct and annihilated them after 
a desperate fight The boy scouts were of Belina’s unit, 
and I had met many of the youngstere while fhey were 
undergomg field training in the Garvolin Forest. I could 
still see those young, almost childlike faces. And now I 
was crushed to learn that none of them had escaped alive 
The district of Wola had been the first in Warsaw to 
fall to the enemy Its streets were gutted with fire. Report 
had it that its entire population had been exterminated. 
Would we, too, have to go on and on until we suffered 
a like fate^ 

“Come, dear, there is no point in eating your heart out,” 
Zofia’s kind arms clos«i around me. “We will have more 
losses in the days to come. We must face them.” 

I got up and dragged my heavy feet to the Red Cross 
station. Barbarka looked up at me from over the huge 
pile of socks she was mending. 

“Mummy,” she said. “T dont think there is any use m 
darning these. I’ll work on them for hours and then the 
boys will stick their toes ri^l through theml” 

I shrugged my shoulders helplessly. I turned on the 
faucet to wash my face. There was no water. I swora 
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“There is some water down in the cellar, still,” Zofia 
said gently. “And they started diggmg a well m the court- 
yard at 18 Topiel Street, too ” 

“m go to the post and see if they need anything there ” 
I said. “Golecz has quite a high temperature today.” 

The boys at the post were depressed by the news, too 
One group was leavmg on patrol duty. Danuta and Spar- 
row were gomg along Danuta’s eyes were red-rimmed 
Had she been crying again'' I wondered. 

We walked back together to the station, where I served 
them one round of bitter-sweet hqueur We talked about 
the small chapels whicb people erected in the cellars to 
pray for God’s pity and for Victory; and about the fifteen 
bodies on Browama Street that had been lying there for 
the past two weeks without burial; and about tiie general 
situation that was rapidly growing critical Then there 
was a moment of sdence Sparrow took out his wallet, 
pulled out of it a small picture, and looked at it for a 
long while. 

“Did I ever show you my girP” he asked at last, timidly 
The question surprised me. 

“No, Sparrow. Let me see her.” 

A little lady with plump cheeks and stiff pigtails smiled 
from the picture. She had a snub nose and gay eyes She 
held on to a small shaggy dog widi both hands. 

Last night I dreamed she came to me,” Sparrow said 
‘T felt her tmy arms around my neck, and she kissed me 
on the mouth.” 

He looked at the photograph before putting it back in 
the wallet Then his voice hardened agam arid his eyes 
were their usual hue of steel 
“Weve got to go now,” he said, and pressed my hand 
firmly. Sparrow sauted me as he left I remembered later 
this surprise, the second in that short half hour. 

They left the station. I sat down to write die usual 
reports to Colonel Matylda, but was unable to do it. They 
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were all the same, all dripping with too much human 
blood. 

Scholar came m He was still in pain, for his ribs had 
not yet mended He pomted to his throat, pleadmg for 
a dnnk. We then went outside and sat on the flagstones 
which were piled agamst our bamcade. The fires from 
burning Gesta Street, some four short blocks away, ht 
up the corpses sprawling on Browama Street There were 
so many dead all over the city that the Sanitary' SeiMce 
did not have enough gatherers to bury them all Entire 
stones of houses collapsed, burying hundreds, thousands 
in their cellars Many of these people could have been 
saved if we had had the equipment with which to dig 
our way through mountains of bricks to them. As it was, 
all we could do was to try not to go raving mad thinking 
of those buried alive in the subterranean belters of then- 
homes. 

“It is true that you tried out Naleczs anti-tank brain 
child today^ Scholar asked. 

“We did,” I answered. 

Our new anti-tank weapon was christened the Nalecz 
Catapult. In reahty this much-advertised weapon was not 
much more than a sling It looked like a pitchfork, with- 
out the middle teeth, and was firmly grounded into a 
heavy three-legged iron base, about four feet high. The 
two ends of the pitchfork were joined by two light 
springs, with a leather cup in between. The catapult 
requhed a crew of two. One man would pull back the 
springs, in preparation fm* the “shot” ; another would place 
a sm^ bottle of explosives in the leather cup, and hght 
the fuse. 

We placed our new weapon on the second floor balcony 
of the house on the comer where Sweeper s p<Kt was 
located, and directed our “fire” into Obozna Street. The 
range of the catapult was between seventy cht eighty 
yards. 



104 


SHJENT IS THE VISTUIA 


“We ought to send this ‘secret weapon to our Alhes,” 
Scholar commented bitterly. “It might hasten their com- 
mg to our rescue.” 

“Look here. Scholar,” I said sternly. “Why don’t you 
go to the hospital for a couple of days? They’d patch 
you up immediately.” 

‘T'lonsensel” he answered, as he had done many tunes 
before. “I’ll get well here, too ” 

“But you might at least make yourself comfortable m 
the cellar ” 

“There’ll be enough time to stay under ground m my 
grave.” 

We sat there in silence, a htde imtated for bringing 
up that subject agam Our nerves were on edge. 

From the direction of Tamka Street came the sound of 
hurried steps. There was an urgency m them which made 
me nse instantly I saw Danuta coming She was running 
toward us, her mouth wide open, pantmg for breath, her 
face black with smudges of gunfire and streaked red with 
blood. 

“Danutal” I called. She turned upon me a pair of fran- 
tic eyes that froze the speech on my hps. 

“Sweeper,” she screamed, and her voice, too, was be- 
yond control. "Where is Sweeper? Quickl It’s Sparrow! 
Oh, hurry!” 

Her voice broke down. We ran to the post 

“Sweeper!” she called wildly. “Sparrow’s wounded* 
Badly wounded! The Germans have set fire to the house 
we were in.” 

Sweeper dashed out with a few of our boys. Danuta 
and I followed. She quieted down a little, now that help 
was commg. But she was still tranblmg violently, and 
her teeth chattered as if in a fever. 

"What happened there?” Sweeper asked. 

"We were m the courtyard of mat house on Browama 
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Street, Number 14 Everything seemed quiet. The Ger- 
mans at the University did not show up. Then, hand 
grenades were dropped into the yard. Someone yelled 
A woman fell, shneking. We saw some men nmnmg 
through Browama down toward the University. We 
began shootmg. Sparrow lolled one. Stach killed two. 
Sparrow left the gateway we were standmg m and ran 
to the screaming woman I followed him. Everythmg was 
on fire. People were runnmg with buckets of water. Then, 
as we reached the woman, another grenade came down 
right near us. Sparrow groaned. He staggered He pressed 
his hands to his side, and felL He told me to go to you 
with the report, and ask for help.” 

Danuta led the way. She made us run. 

“He did not bleed much,” she kept saying. “It is danger- 
ous, Aneri? He got it in his side. What do you think?” 

A priest was standing on the steps of the house. I 
recognized it as that of a monastery and a vocational 
school conducted by the Fathers. Many of our bo)^ had 
taken courses in carpentry there. The priest led us up- 
stairs 

There, on a table, lay Sparrow, They had covered him 
with a sheet. His shirt, stained with small spots of blood, 
his grenades, his revolver and his coat were laid out at 
his side, 

I raised the sheet. Sparrow s body was still warm, and 
death had not yet sharpened his features. There was a 
tmy red spot on the right side of his bare chest His eyes 
were closro. The priest had probably closed them. I bent 
over to kiss the forehead before I pulled the sheet over 
him again. 

Danuta was sitting quiedy on the floor. Sparrow s gun 
m her hands. I took the gun away from her. She did not 
protest. She got up and asked me to go with her. Sweeper 
nodded He understood. 

I took Etenuta to the cellar of our house She let me 
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undress her and put her to bed Obediently she dranh 
a glass of tea I gave her. I washed her face, and it was 
only then that I noticed that she had been wounded 
Her cheek was tom and bruised and m her right hand 
was a bullet hole. 

“The importance of death,” she kept mumbling “Do 
you thmk death is important, Aneri?” 

I gave her two sleeping tablets with her tea 

“It is so hard, I can’t understand it,” she complained 

“What IS it, drar, that you can’t imderstand^^” 

“Death.” 

I remembered how she held Sparrow’s gun in her hand 
up there m the monastery. 

“Danuta,” I said sharply. I was too worn myself to be 
diplomatic about it “You won’t do an3ihing foolish, will 
you^* Nothing rash, I mean. I know it’s dreadful what’s 
happened to you. We all feel the same way Well, 
promise me you won’t do anything . . . You know what 
I mean 

The girl turned her head and stared at me for a long, 
long mmute 

"We need you,” I said “We can’t possibly afford to lose 
you. 

With dry eyes she looked at me still longer, unflinch- 
ingly 

“Don’t worry,” Danuta spoke out “Do you think I 
have to MU myself to die^” 

I sat there a httle longer till the tablets began to take 
effect and Danuta fell asleep Then I decided to go and 
look for some planks to make a coflSn for Sparrow 
Through ihe cellars I went to Browama Street to ask the 
Fathers if they could spare a few boards. 

In the cellar of the house where Sweeper had his post, 
I came upon the dozen young knights of the People’s 
Army. They were playing cards in ihe flickenng hght of 
a candle. So, after all, Moscow had not yet ordered its 
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votanes to take up arms, as we had been led to believe 
by earlier reports 

In the cellar of No. 29, I heard m the darkness a 
woman s voice, shrill and hystencal, hiss m angry re- 
proach: 

“So they wanted to play heroes’ To make an up- 
nsmg! Let them die then! Let them pay for it’” 

This bt me so hard I had to stop I hghted my flash- 
light to see the ugly, contorted face diat had uttered thrae 
cruel words. I recognized her, wbch made the hate 
easier to bear. One of her two daughters had gone off 
to the Reich with a German officer, to come back later, 
ashamed and tearful, for he would not many her after 
all. The younger girl, fifteen yearn old, had turned her 
home into a German brothel. The mother was no better 
Yet her cry hurt me. One could not demand that the 
entire million inhabitants of Warsaw should all tom into 
heroes. Men are a race of bread-eaters, after all, and not 
of angels, I reflected. 

I went upstairs, to my apartment, whare Barbarica 
slept peacefully, close to our Persian cat, Kaytek, whfch 
nestled on her bed. I stood over her and watched her 
slumber. My thoughts carried me back to my grand- 
father, who had fought for our hberation m die great 
revolt of 1863, and spent eleven long years of deporta- 
tion and exile m Siberia; to my mother, when she held 
my hand ti^t in 1918, as she was knockmg at the door 
of the German colonel who had ordered die execution 
of my father; to my brother, as I had seen him last, 
kicked, swollen, scarred and bloody, after hfe escape from 
the clutches of the Gestapo. 

“Not Barbarica,” I prayed in a whisper. “Please, God, 
let her live, the way people do in other countries.” 

We buned Sparrow quiedy the next day, m die veiy 
court where he had lost his Me while trying to save the 
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wounded woman The earth we turned up for his grave 
was humid and yellowish We put a cross, a sign, and 
his red-and-white armband on his grave We left him 
there, where he had died, signmg with his own blood 
Poland's covenant with freedom. 

In the afternoon I undertook a mission to 'the store 
of the Kupalski brothers in quest of some wme for our 
station. Golecz was stiU very sick and a glass of good 
red wine would help him. On our way back we planned 
to call on some of the boys from our post in the hospital 
and cheer them up 

To impress the KupalsM brothers, I put on a clean white 
nurse’s apron and told Andrew and Nalecz, who were 
going with me, to shme then shoes and brush their uni- 
foims We got our passes from Lieutenant Pobog and 
stopped off at the garden of the Chanty Sisters to rob 
the good mms of a magnificent bouquet for the wounded 
boys. 

On Copernicus Street, people began to throw knowing 
glances at us, shoutmg congratulations and making wise- 
oncks. Could they not put two and two together? One 
did not see a nurse m spotless imfform, carrying a large 
bouquet, and accompanied by two men with shmy boots, 
without drawing conclusions. 

"Before or after?” “So she got you after all, soldier, 
eh?” Jolly voices shouted after us 

There was an epidemic of weddmgs. Everywhere one 
saw young couples either gomg to or commg from their 
weddmg ceremonies. The stiff old-time marriage rules 
and formahties were no longer observed. A pnest givmg 
his blessing to a new couple right in the street was a 
common sight As there was no way of producmg docu- 
ments to prove one’s statements and no tmift to publish 
the ba nns , all the priests required from the couples was 
an oath before Cod Almighty that they were free to 
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marry The ceremony would then be held in a still sur\iv- 
mg church, if possible, or anywhere. 

Nalecz, Anchew and I did not bother to deny the 
rumors which sprouted around us Qmckly we decided 
that Nalecz was to be the happy groom and Andrew the 
best man. Thus we merrily marched to Warecka Street, 
and there, unexpectedly, someone yelled. 

Tlolditr 

“Hold what?” I asked 

“The pose ” 

So we did. They were makmg a documentary film of 
the destruction to send abroad, and the cameramen 
thought newlyweds would add a bit of local color to the 
Warsaw Uprising. Before we had time to protest several 
shots of us were taken in which I figure in a bridal role 

The Kupalski establishment was located on Chmielna 
Street, a couple of blocks away firom the bloody barricade 
on Sikorski Avenue. It was a busy plac^ crowded with 
soldiers of the Home Army who were haulmg away 
supplies. I asked to see one of the Kupalski brothers, A 
young man came over, bowed, and introduced himself 
I told him how I had met hfe brother, who promised to 
help us out in need 

“You see, Mr Kupalski, we do need some red wine 
now for our Red Cross station.” 

“That must have been Cousin Johnny,” he said. In- 
ebriated again.” The solemn word amused me. “Is this 
a wedding^” he continued, pointing at my bouquet of 
roses and at the festive-lookhig Nalecz and Andrew. 

"Why, yes,” I said. “But the wme is not to celebrate 
the occasion. It's for the Home Army and for lie Red 
Cross station on Topiel Street” 

I am not sure Mr Kupalski believed me. But he dkl 
give us ten bottles of good Frerwh red wine, and pcom^ 
to send some more to the station. The i^t morning a 
of forty bottles arrived. A iwte attadbed inside read. 
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“Witli best Wishes for a happy wedded life and for Victory 
—from the Brothers ” 

Our boys at the hospital greeted us witli shouts <£ 
glee. They had excitmg reports about a skirmish involv- 
rag the capture of a German car nght near the hospital, 
which the patients had been able to watch from the 
wmdows 

The darhng of the ward was an old woman well over 
seventy, neat and cheerful, who was always ready to do 
thmgs for people. There was one thmg “Grandma” could 
not stand— gnpmg Every night she put up .her white 
hair m paper curlers, and while domg so scolded the 
culprits who had been gnping during the day. She would 
gesticulate widi one hand— Sie other was m a sphnt— 
and hold forth. 

“The idea> This is my fifth war, and I know what I’m 
talkmg about. You have a roof over your head and some- 
thing to put into your mouth, so what are you griping 
about? You might as well get used to the German planes. 
It stands to reason you have to, and that’s what I did. 
And the Germans won’t bll everybocfy off Because that’s 
impossible Someone always remams. That’s the way the 
world is made, my dear There is no use complaining 
about your fate. It’s not so hard to start all over agam. 
I ou^t to know I’ve started from scratch four times in 
my life... Take it from one who knows, gnping does 
not pay ” 

I hstened avidly. It was the kmd of philosophy I needed 
badly just then. That evenmg we were to go to the Old 
Town, through the sewera again, to help evacuate the 
wounded from that sector. I shuddered at the very 
thcHight of the enterprise Why, it was dreadful enough 
to go with but a rucksack on one’s back, but how would 
we ever cany wounded throu^ the hell of the sewers? 

In themy, the journey should have been more bearable 
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this time, since there was no water to speak of in the cih 
works. (The people used latrmes dug out m the court- 
yards.) But m practice, I never knew why, it was just 
the contrary. The stench and slime were even worse than 
on my first tnp. 

After nerve-rackmg and body-breakmg hours of crawl- 
ing, we finally got to the Old Town, and were directed 
immediately to a large hospital in the basement of an old 
church winch was now totally destroved. It was the 
Church of the Jesmt Fathers, and many of them were 
in the wards helpmg the nurses and brmgmg a word ot 
cheer and faith to tibe wounded and the dvmg. 

Someone took the dressmgs and the medic^ supplies 
we had brought wnth us A hand poured a glassfm of 
water down my throat. After washmg and a short rest, 
we would have to go back agaim We were to take with 
us only the hghto: cas®, only those who had a dhance 
of making the trip through the sewers. 

The patient entrusted to my care was a small boy, 
Yanek. He had lost one eye, and could not see as yet 
out of the other. Right then he had both his eyes band- 
aged and trudged behind me, holdmg my hand. Yanek 
was ten. He had lost his parents somewhere in the fight- 
ing chaos of the Old Town, and was left all alone. He 
was (^Im, and even cheerful in a quiet sort of way, 
beheving firmly that eventually he wi^d be able to see 
again 

The return journey was almiBt unendurable. I stumbled 
ever so often. I had to stop several times to wait for 
Yanek, who would get lost The bhnd boy, crawling be- 
hind me, did not even have the shght adv^tage we had 
of seeing a little now and then in &e abysmal depths. 

I had no fiashhght with me and the matches Z tried to 
strike went out immediately Yanosik, carrying cm his 
back a nutn wiih wounded legs, the way one mi^ cany 
a bag of potato^, noticed my vam efforts 
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“Aaeri, you’re a medic, aren’t youi^” lie said, at last 
“Well, almost What is it nowi^” 

‘Just wondering about oxygen You know anirthmg 
about itf*” 

“Why?” 

‘Well, matches won’t hght here, I see Is that the 
oxygen that people sort of . . hm . . . sort of exhale?” 
“Shut up,” I said. “I’m in no mood for clowning.” 
Yanek asked me in a plamtive voice whether there 
would be any water to dnnk farther on I had a bit of 
water m my canteen and handed it to him. I felt the 
small, dirty hands clasp the canteen avidly and heard 
him gulp the water down 

“Are you that thirsty, Yanek^ I asked. “You do not feel 
that your throat is sore, do you?” 

“No, madame,” the small voice answered behind me. 
“Fm just thirsty It’s so awful here, madame ” 

“It won’t be very long now,” I said. I did not even 
know whether I was telling the boy a lie or not. But it 
had been so long already. . . . 

It reassured me a httle bit that Yanek’s throat did not 
feel sore There were many cases of a strange throat 
ailment afflicting those who had gone through the sewers. 
The doctors did not know what the illness was. The throat 
would be slightly imtated and the patients complained of 
“needles in the throat,” whatever that was Nothing 
helped. After a few days, if the person afflicted was other- 
wise sound of body, tihe infection passed without visible 
trace. The wounded and the sick did not get off as easily 
as that, though. An inflammation would follow and I 
had myself seen two fatal cases of “sewers’ throat.” 

We went on and on, intermmably, in deadly silence, 
and in growing weariness. At last I saw the crescent of 
li^t where the manhole was. Then I stumbled again. 
And there was darkness and qmet all around me. 

I woke up in a half-demolished house, not far from 
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the entrance to the sewers, on Wareclca Street. A nurse 
was bending over me, and someone else was sdckmg a 
needle m my arm 

"What’s happened^” I asked. 

"You fell down the ladder coming out of the sewers,” 
the nurse informed me 

“And Yaneki^ The blmd boy?” 

"He’s all nght,” the doctor said “But no more sewers 
for you, lady. This was the last time for you, unless you 
don’t want to ever get out of them again ” 

Strange is the feelmg of humiliation and helpless anger 
over the fact that you cannot yourself do what others 
can. I felt it then so bitterly that I had difficulty in swal- 
lowing my tears when I heard the doctor’s verdict I felt 
as if I had failed my comrade. 

I was being led back to our p(»t I stopped at the 
manhole where a young cadet was on guard. 

"And the others?” I asked. "Yanosik and Aniela and 
Nalecz, and the other girls? Where are they?” 

“They went back to the Old Town for more wounded,” 
he replied. 

I looked down the dark hole and at the ladder of 
iron rods, and shuddered to think of them going throu^ 
the torture of the sewers again. I was nauseated race 
more 

“One of them left a note for you,” the cadet said, and 
handed me a sloppy scrap of paper bearing Andrew s 
schoolboyidi, round writing: 

"Captain Scholar orders lieutenant Aneri back to the 
post Lieutenant Aneri is to take things eai^ for three 
days foflowing tbs rader.” 

1 burst out laughing. 
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J WAS DOZING PEACEFULLY at the Red Cross sta- 
tion, convalescing from the ill effects of my tnp through 
the sewers, when a cheerful voice woke me up with a 
start: “I’m back, madame. I told you I’d be back” 

I rubbed my heavy eyes and stared at him standing 
there in the doorway. It was that strange young man 
from Mokotow with his withered arm "What d’you 
knowl” I finally ejaculated. 

Just as unexpectedly, he had first appeared at the sta- 
tion a few days earher. Carrymg a heavy bag on his back, 
he had dropped it on the floor, had wiped his face and 
had proudly armounced: “I come from the Mokotow 
Prison.” 

We had been incredulous, for Mokotow was almost at 
the other end of Warsaw and severe fighting was going 
on ffiere. The strange visitor had shown hunself eager 
to tell his story: “About a month ago tbe Krauts threw 
me in jail— for,” he hesitated as he rolled a cigarette 
deftly, “well, you know, for a htde deal m money chang- 
ing.” 

I had nodded understandingly. One had to live, hadn’t 
one^ I had offered the stranger a chair and a drink, as 
he went on; 

“There is a high wall around the jail, you know, but a 
resourceful man like me was not gomg to be intimidated 
by such trifles So I had my friends smuggle in to me a 
good kmfe and a respectable crowbar. There were three 
of us in on it, the plan to make a break And then, one 
fine morning it was August 1st, Tuesday, the SS-buds 
took over. We knew that meant serious business. We 
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had gotten along all right with the Gennan jailer He 
liked shekels and vodka 

Our cell faced the court and there were about sevenfy 
of us there— some for smugglmg, some for black-market 
tradmg, but mostly innocent men, hJce myself There was 
one chap who had been in for two years, and hadn’t been 
questioned even once 

“We watched and waited. Not long either, niey 
brought us dinner. A dish of water wnth three grains gnrj 
half a carrot m it, and a piece of bread The bread w’as 
even better than the one you get on the ration card. It 
was army bread. 

“I looked out, and saw some eighty Krauts in die court- 
yard lappmg up vodka. Each lad a bottle of it. They 
drank for al»ut half an hour. Then they got up, adjusted 
their uniforms, and picked up their guns. 

“About a hundred men were led out of our b uildin gs 
and were immediately surrounded The pris(H^rs ImH 
their hands behind their backs. Then the Exauts began 
to shoot them in the back of the head, one after the 
other. Holy Virgin! That was a sight to make your bowels 
turn upside down. You could hear a pin drop in our ceBL 
No one spoke till they killed them ah and brou^t the 
next batch They killed them, too, and brought the third. 
Then we realized that they were takmg them cell by 
cell, and that our turn would come, too, and soon. 

* ‘Antek,’ I said to my pal, ‘we re deader’n a herring.’ 

“When they had butchered some three hundred people 
down there, some bird in our cell started aareammg. He 
went mad He began to jump at our diroats and bite us. 
We dumped him in the comer and he quiet«i down. We 
paid no more attention to him for a whde. Then we 
noticed tluit he had hanged himself. He had tom his 
pants m strips and strung a noose firom them 

“I was not going to let them butcher me like that So 
we fell talking wi& the bigwig in our cell, who was sort 
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o£ professional, you know, about disposing of people. 
He took the crowbar, I took the knife, and we stood at 
the door waiting for them to come. The bigwig on the 
left, I— on the right 

"We heard their steps nearing our door. The key turned 
in the lock and three of them stood in the doorway, 
shouting- *Rau$V 

"Then it was quick work. The bigwig slugged the first 
of them, I jumped on the other and knifed him. They 
shot the bigwig though I saw the blood gush out of his 
belly. The third German threw a grenade inside the cell, 
but it did not go off We finished him in a jiffy. One of the 
boys picked up the grenade and threw it out immediately. 
Everting went off so quicHy no one even heard the 
shots in the general hubbub The three Krauts were dead. 
We had one rifle, three revolvers and two grenades We 
broke out of our cell Running, we tossed one of the 
grenades down the staircase. We opened one cell after 
the other and let the men out While we were working 
on the door of the fourth cell, the Germans began to 
shoot at us. Then one of the boys set fire to a stool and 
threw it down on the Germans After this, we gave them 
one more grenade, our last one The &e had spread 
throughout the building by the time we got to the last 
cell We were already downstairs when we heard new 
shots and explosions from the courtyard. There was no 
going back for us. The upper floor was all on fire, and it 
was getting hot downstairs, too. We huddled in the hall, 
near the door. Then we discovered that there were men 
outside who were tossing grenades into the court. A regu- 
lar battle was going on there, but we did not know who 
was gaining the upper hand. And then a machme gun 
began barldng from the broken-down gate, and the SS- 
men started yelling and raising their hands. We realized 
that it was the Underground troops who had come to 
rescue us. 
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“I never belonged to any party or organization in my 
Me, but vphen I saw them stormmg that courtyard . . . 
well, I cried like a htde kid. They wore red-and-white 
armbands, and I swore there and then I would jom up 
with whatever those fellows were domg They were a 
good lot. IVe never been m die service because of that 
bum left arm I got, but I'm quick on the trigger and 
mighty handy aU the same 

“They told us of the Uprising, that the Soviets were 
commg, and that we won’t see Krauts in Warsaw any 
more. My three-year-old doesn’t bawl when he gets a 
spanking the way all of us prisoners bawled then. 

“Some of us joined up immediately. I told them Td 
get back, but I had to go to Praga and see my wife and 
my kid first So that’s where I’m going now. It todc me 
seven days to get here from Mokotow.” 

The story, we knew, was true. We had already heard 
about the slaughter of the prisoners in the Mokotow 
Prison on the very day of the Uprising. It was quite a 
feat to get from Mokotow to Powisle. But to Praga? That 
seemed impossible. And we had pointed out to him that 
there was no more fighting on the right bank of the river, 
as the entire suburb of Ptaga had again fallen mto Ger- 
man hands. 

“I teU you I am going to see my wife before I go back 
to join the Home Ajmy in Molmtow.” 

TBut how?” 

“Swim. They wcm’t see me by night You just be a good 
girl and show me the safest way to the river from 

Sweeper had offered to take him to the river in the 
evening. That same night, after some hours of sleep, the 
young man with the withered left arm had phmged into 
the Vistula and had vanished. We had nevar expected 
him to turn up again. 

*^0 you did come back^*’ I now remarked, as he stood 
in the dixirway. “How is ymir wife, and your boy?” 
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“They re all nght Just wauted to tell you I am on my 
way back to Mokotow— so you woxddn’t think Im a 
stinker” 

“Goodness, no^” I said truthfully “I think you are 
wonderful.” 

The young man made a wry face. 

“Mokotow won’t hold out much longer, though,” I 
warned him. “They are m desperate straits there.” 

“I’ll get there in time,” he answered simply. “Good-bye, 
madame.” 

Large fires broke out in our sector, and while we were 
fightmg the flames the Germans attacked It was a 
miracle that our post did not fall that night They had us 
flanked from Browama Street and from Obozna Street 
They brought into action their machme guns and their 
mortars and-as Yanosik put it later-"they were filthy 
with ammunition.” We had our two machme guns, but 
we were in no position to squander ammumtion. Our ma- 
chine guns would begin to sing when the Gaman fire 
quieted down We figured out that they would stop firing, 
thinkmg we had had enough, so we used whatever am- 
mumtion we had to let them know that that was not 
the case The fightmg went on at close range for several 
hours Then the Germans withdrew back to the Univer- 
sity from which diey had made their sortie. 

It was gettmg hard for us to keep wide awake Our 
boys, all of them, had been on duty for thirty-one hours 
without respite In the morning the German planes flew 
overhead, strafing our positions. And then they curded 
over the Umversity grounds. 

“Hey, look at thatl” someone yelled, and, suddenly, we 
were ^ on edge 

The German planes swooped down and dumped some 
bags and bundles for their garrison at the University. We 
watdied tensdy with but one thought food and arms. 
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“Wouldn’t It be grand ” Yanosik dreamed aloud, “if 
these eight planes were ours. You know, just pretending 
to bring help, but here to drop a dozen or so bombs , ” 
“Always shootmg your mouth off, Yanosik,” Nalecz 
scolded angrily. “You know damn well we haven’t a 
blessed plane to our name.” 

We watched the planes circle, pracbcally over our post, 
and our mouths watered with emy. And then the m- 
credible, the pra^ed-for thmg happened- One of the 
planes had dropp^ its load a spht second too late. A gust 
of wmd carried the bundles on to the “no man’s land” 
of Skarpa, between the University and our post. 

There was a rush from the Red Cross station We 
simply had to have those packages. We neva* stopped to 
thii^ that the Germans, too, might dash out of their Uni- 
versity posts. Although there was stane shootmg, our boys 
secured the booty. We carried die heavy bags to the sta- 
tion, and a tight circle of people huddled around them 
Yanosik untied the strings of the largest bag, whidh 
was dripping with fat. We cau^t our breath sharply. 
Before us was the generous half of a huge hog 
We approached tibe other two pick-ups reverently after 
the first inspiring experience. They contamed two 
wooden boxes. We rais^ the lids, and Yanosik shouted 
triumphantly: “Ammunition for madiine guns! Hurray 
for the Krauts!” 

Ending the stately Zofia, he dragged her off for a 
dance of j'oy, crying; “A gift from heaven fm your Unde 
Yanosik. I told you Td keep you provided with fodder 
for the machine gun, didn’t Ir 
With a triangle and a tape. Sweeper was already meas- 
uring the half-ho^ trymg to figure out how to dhdde it 
fairly between our post and Command 2/4 
The statirai quieted down. Everybody, except for the 
boys on the b^cade, went to sleep The glow of the 
bumt-out houses was dymg down. From time to time 
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tongues of fire sliot up toward the dark slsy, where the 
German searchlights were hunting for Alhed planes that 
might bring us help But none came 

In the oflSce of our station, I sat on my cot, the type- 
writer on my knees, trymg to compose my current report 
to Colonel Matylda. There was quite a lot to wnte about. 

The sheets of paper, strewn on the cot, rustled qmetly 
as if a new current of air had entered the room. I looked 
up. The door was opemng slowly, cautiously, without a 
noise. I took my revolver firom under the pillow, holdmg 
it firmly, and watched the door open more and more, tin 
a bundle of something or other was pushed in. I squinted, 
and looked hard. A pair of hands sneaked into the crack 
after the bundle, and I recognized them immediately, the 
inimitable hands of Yanosik Quickly I hid the gun imder 
the pillow, but the sight of Yanosik commg m with a pre- 
occupied frown on his forehead and tightly pursed hps, 
closing the door stealthily, did not clear things up. 

"Why so quiet^” I asked iromcally “Are the cops after 
you?” 

I looked closer at him He was dirty and looked very 
tired No one could be angry at Yanosik for longer tlian 
a minute. 

“Here is some wine, if you don’t feel well, Yanosik,” 
I said. 

The boy poured himself a glass and sat down, stretch- 
ing his legs. He sipped his wme appreciatively, then he 
observed, half to me, half to himself. “I wonder if they, 
too, gave him any wine when he got back?” 

got back where? What are you talking about, 
Yanosik?” 

Yanosik did not deign to answer for quite a while. I 
knew he had somethmg up his sleeve Finally my curi- 
osity gave way, and I burst out; “Come on, Yanosik. 
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Where have you been, and what ha\e you been doing 
with yourself, and what have you brought with you?* 
“Any cigarettes^ Will you give me some^” 

“Don’t pull the stnngs too tight, or they’ll break,* I ad- 
vised him, as I handed him a package of Kluby. 

Yanosilc liked talkmg and he told his stories with a 
healthy gusto no other man on the post could equal 
“My evemng stroll took me to the small houses on 
Browama Street, the ones, you know, that served for the 
German fireworks yesterday,” he began “I was rather 
bored with life in general and I was not sleepy So I told 
the boys on the bamcade that I was leaving for Browama 
and asked them not to shoot in case I had to make an 
imdignified exit However, no one seemed to be in those 
houses, which were mostly burnt out. I got to a large 
courtyard where piec«i (rf furniture and thmgs had bera 
scattered by the inhabitants who had probably tried to 
save them from the fire I went over to a table piled hi^ 
with fallen bncfcs and ra^ to look for a shirt or some- 
thing You know, I have only one shirt and I ihou^t 
that I deserved another. To be sure, it’s summer, but 
when my one and only is being washed I have to run 
around without any shirt, and I don’t like it.” 

Here Yanosik noticed that I was getting impatient, 
and hastened to reassure me: “I’m coming to the point 
presently. As I was saying, I walked over to that tabfe 
and began turning things over and knocking the bricks 
down quietly, so me Krauts would not hear me. It was 
dark, but I did not deem it advisable to use my fiashli^t, 
so I ]ust acted on intuition and the feel of my fingers. 
Thus I found something that resembled a shirt I investi- 
gated more carefiilly. It was a shirt, by Jove, a man’s 
shirt! Then I found a few more stacked m the talde. I 
gadiaed the shirts up m a bundle and 1 was fust getth^ 
down to business when a glint cau^t my eye. 
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“I looked hard, and— damn it, if it wasn’t a gun! That’s 
jEunny, I thought, what would a gun be domg here^ So I 
peered harder, and sure enough that gun was slung 
over a shoulder. I saw a long arm move cautiously, rum- 
maging m the pile of thmgs on the same table where my 
shirts were And, what do you think? It was a Kraut 
who’d come to Browama Street a-huntmg! I have no 
idea how long we stood diere with our behinds against 
each other before I noticed him. I still could not see his 
face. But I sensed that he saw me, too We both stopped 
rummaging I had my revolver in hand by then, and was 
just waitmg for him to move incautiously. But he was 
cautious all right And so was I, as a matter of fact We 
stood there for qmte a while in silence Then we both 
sighed at once It seemed loud, everythmg was so quiet 
around us. And we both began to move slowly, away 
from the table, he to the left, I to the nght 

“I waited to see what he would do. I was afraid to 
shoot, because— goshf-I had no way of knowing how 
many there were of them He was probably afraid of the 
same fhmg He did not even touch his gun When he was 
a few steps away from that table, he moved qmckly. So 
did I. He made a lot of noise, and I did not. That was the 
only difference. By now he’s probably back at the Um- 
versity Everything, as you see, is m perfect order. Your 
Uncle Yanosik in a surprise diplomatic move had signed 
a pact of non-aggression with the Kraut If he won’t tell 
on me, I won’t tell on hun It’s rather in step with the 
spirit of contemporary pohtical agreements, don’t you 
thmk? And that’s the whole story for your prying eyes 
and gossipy ears ” 

I sat there, dumbfounded and tearful with laughter. 
There were four shirts in the bundle Yanosik had brought 
from his expedition He kept only one for himseff. The 
rest he gave to the bop. Yanosik was mcorrigible, thank 
God 



FROM THE CARTES OF DESPAIR 


123 


I took some linen over to Madame Lubomirskas newly 
opened maternity hospital on Pieracld Street Even dur- 
ing the carnival of death which accompanied the Upris- 
ing hfe surged onward Madame Lubomirska took care 
of a large number of young women who had come there 
foi childbirth She took me to the nursery and showed 
me the tmy tots Ijmg there, mostly without shirts or 
diapers Many of tihe naked infants were crvmg 

“Like httle Jesus,” Madame Lubomuska said, stnkmg 
a deep note in my heart, “without even swaddhng 
clothes.” 

On Zlota Street I was caught in a large German air 
raid and was forced down into a shelter, despite my pro- 
tests that as an oflScer of the Home Army I could go about 
my business in an air raid. The shelter at 7 Zlota Street 
was located in the basement of one of Warsaw’s largest 
movie theatres, which had been taken over by the Ger- 
mans for their exclusive use and renamed “Hel^dand.” 
On the way down, it struck me that this was the mat time 
in five years that I had entered a movie house. All the 
films shown in Warsaw throughout the occupation were 
German-made and drippmg with propaganda favOTing 
the Nazi way. 

The “Helgoland” shelter was spacious and comfortably 
equipped. There were about a thousand people there, 
mostly “pemaanent residents” since the firrt day of the 
Uprising. I passed betweoa the rows of chairs arranged 
as in a theatre and tried to listen to the buzzing voices 
when a woman hailed me by name. It was my cousin, 
Yadviga, whom I had not seen in years. We had never 
been too friendly and her political convictions h^ es- 
tranged us even more. Yadviga was with hrar mi^er, her 
grandmother and her small son. She looked sharjJy at my 
Home Army armband, at my uniform, and her eyes grew 
hard. 

you’re one of them, too,” she snapped. “Oi» of 
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those evildoers who make us die uselessly! You ought to 
be ashamed of your crime*” 

The blood rushed to my face. “How dare she*” 1 
thought, but I checked myself. 

'Yadviga, what are you sayingr* You, with your com- 
munistic behefs, at diat* You make us responsible for the 
crime of your own Soviet demigods*^ Are you out of your 
mmd? Don’t you know they called on us to nse against 
Ihe Germans to help the advance of the Red Army? 
Don’t you know they promised us every assistance and 
help? We beheved them That’s our only crime, God 
knows. We beheved that to fight the Germans was para- 
mount for them as well as for us You may laugh at us 
now, Yadviga, because we did believe in your Soviet 
friends, but you cannot hold us responsible for your suf- 
fering, for it’s their domg” 

“It’s you and the likes of you fhat make us die for 
nothing!” Yadviga cried hysterically. “And may your chil- 
dren suffer for it.” 

“Yadviga, what are you saying!” her grandmother es.- 
claimed in a colorless, tired voice. She turned to me, 
clasping her shaking hands, and begged me to forget 
Yadviga’s words. 

‘^he is wrong,” the grandmother kept saying. “She will 
know some day how wrong she is. But please forgive 
Yadviga. She does not know what she is talking about. 
She is so young, and so afraid. But I am old, and no longer 
afraid. God bless you, my dear, and all you are doing.” 

I bait down to kiss the old, shaking hands which were 
so thin that they wae almost transparent. Yadviga quieted 
down, and cri^ bitterly. 

“I don’t know what to do or where to go,” she said. “I 
have food for only two more days. And you can see fa: 
youreelf ihe way htde Andrew looks. It breaks my heart. 
I lost my husband. I can’t go on like this.” 
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She looked at me pitifully and seized mv hand. 

“Please beheve me,” she said. “I want neither Russians 
nor Germans here. I only want to ha\e some food for my 
child And I want to have a place to sleep m. That’s all I 
want ” Her voice was now pathetic m its childish help- 
lessness and bewilderment. 

People had gathered around us. They hurled words in 
support of Yadviga’s plea, bitter words which hurt like 
stones, words of despair, of cowardice, of condemnation. 
It was my turn now to feel bewildered. 

“But we are fighting for your freedom,” I argued. 

They showed me their empty pots and drawn-m bellies. 

“We are fighting for the future of your children.” 

They showed me sick, wan infants, their heads laid on 
the small bimdles that constituted all the worldly p<K- 
sessions saved from their bummg homes. 

“Your own children and brothers and husbands are 
fighting on the barricade.” 

“They lied to us!” a woman called out hysterically. “My 
son told me that it would be over within a week. That the 
Russians would help us and enter Warsaw. He did not 
keep his word, and you won’t keep yours, either.” 

What could I answer? None of tiiem knew how hungry 
and exhausted we were. None of them knew how we 
famted from nausea crawling through the filtii and stench 
of the sewers. Ncme of them knew as well as we did the 
tragedy of betrayal, the bittemeffi of being forsaken by 
one’s allies on the field of battle. 

The atmosphere of the shelter began to stifle me. I 
edged toward the door. 

“Look at the Amazon!” somebody taunted me. “Run- 
ning away fr<Hn the truth, aren’t you^ 

I tumra back, hot with indignation. 

“I am not runnmg away!” I fired. “Tm going lack to 
my place which is on the barricade, not in the ^Iter ” 
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Immediately I felt sorry and ashamed for my words. 
I knew that it was not cowardice that had dnven these 
people to the shelters I faced them then and began to 
speak the way one does to children, explainmg thmgp 
patiently, unravehng the knots. 

I told them of ihe hardships endured by those who 
were doing the fightmg. I told them of the many deaths 
we were sufFenng, and of the overflowmg hospitals, and 
of ihe scarcity of ammimition and of the boys batthng 
Tigers with ndiculous homemade weapons I told them 
how we had to forage for food at the risk of our hves 
and how our children were suffering no less than theirs 
And I spoke about our thwarted hopes for Russian help 

“If there is any fault, it is not ours If there is a crime, 
we are not the ones who have committed it Look into 
your conscience, search your souls and answer truthfully 
Who IS responsible for your sufferings^ 

The crowd stood silent, their heads low, their eyes scan- 
ning the dirty floor of the shelter. From a far comer came 
a sneer, but around me the faces, ihough hard and bit- 
ter with pain, were not hostile. They knew I was right, 
but there was no strength left in them any more to up- 
hold the right What is it that can harden the human soul 
like unbendmg steel? These people, who had been hunted 
and tortured for five years, who had lost all they had 
and all they loved, who had seen their country despoiled 
and trodden down by heavy Nazi boots, had waited for 
the Great Day to come. When it came, the bells of the 
burning churches announced it loudly. Allies were to 
join hands in the hberated capital of Poland within five 
short days. 

Nearly three weeks of fightmg had now gone by, 
dreadful weeks of rottmg in crowded cellars, .^d what 
did these weeks brmg but the realization that the scanty 
help flown over hundreds of miles from Italy was not 
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enough to save us, and that Russian help would not 
come? Not in time, anyway Not m tune, though it was 
but a matter of a few minutes’ flight for So\Tet planes 
to reach us And they knew the route so well They had 
bombarded Warsaw so often before the Uprising, in those 
days when they had called upon us to rise, to fight, to 
expel the invader 

Almost three weeks of fighting had gone by and— with 
hope gone— the steel of human hearts turned mto dead 
wood, easy to break The very people who had hailed 
the soldiers of the Home Army in the first days of fight- 
mg, who had brought to the posts their meager pro- 
visions, then- linen, their scanty medicines and their hot 
tears of wild joy, these same people began to waver at 
the spectre of loathsome death in their loyalty to the 
cause they had believed in so fervently. 

Blind with tears, I climbed up the stairs and ran back 
to my post. I wanted to pray, but the words of the prayer 
were tangled in my mind I clenched my fists at the 
thought of those whose grievous trespass against us we 
were told to forgive 

"What shall we do?” I wailed, squeezing my throbbing 
temples with both my hands “Scholar, what shall we do? 
We can’t hold on much longer, can we?” 

“Well, what do you want us to do^ Surrender to the 
Krauts?” 

“Good Lord, no! But . perhaps you don’t hear what 
I do going through the cellars People are at their wits’ 
end. And you can’t blame them, either They’ll break 
down completely unless— yes, unless Soviet help arrives 
and the tide turns for the better.” 

Scholar shru^ed his shoulders, and looked at me owl- 
ishly with his tired eyes. 

“I don’t know that it’ll turn for the better,” he said. 
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“But aB the same it may interest you, Aneri, that those 
boys of the People’s Army who have been lodgmg in our 
cellar finally got their fighting orders and left for Lower 
Powisle Perhaps it means diat the Soviets will eventually 
help us ” 

i wnndeajed af it was not too late already. 



CHAPTER 
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TThe night of August 18th, the unit of 
“gatherers” that the Sanitary Service had promised to 
send to us at the beginning of the month finall y came to 
our post The bodies they were to gather still lay <hi 
B rowama Street, a little beyond the bumt-out houses 
where Yanosik had gone prowhng for shirts. Eighteen 
days of August heat had decayed the corpses so as to 
m^e them a menace to the hemth of the hving. 

The six boys who came to help us with our problem 
brought with them their dreadful equipment: ropes, huge 
paper bags, small anchcws and long poles with hooks at 
the raid, which they used to catch the clothes oa tiie dead 
bodies and to drag them in. 

We notified our posts about our expedition. Sweeper 
had assigned three of his boys to act as a cover, and oS 
we went. Quietly, one by one, we darted across the street, 
trymg not to attract the German searchhghts and the 
German fire from the University. 

Crouching in the ruins of a burned house, right op- 
posite the University, we planned our next moves. After 
the bodies had been secured, we were gomg to bury them 
m the courtyard at 18 Topiel Street One of the bc^ 
began to crawl noiselessly toward the place where the 
dead were lying. We watched in tense silence. A sheaf of 
hght from die Umversity fell on dark Browama Street 
Our boy lay sbfl. The searchhght passed over his motkm- 
less body. Two more bo)^ crawled out of our hide-out 
and joined the first one. 

They worked in the dark. The job was especially diffi- 
cult because of the decayed state of the corpses. Sud- 
denly, we heard a r^onant noise. One of the boys had 
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dropped His Heavy Hook Immediately tbe German searcH- 
HgHts began to play, and soon tHe German macHme guns 
barked madly THe boys out m tHe street lay flat, witHout 
movmg A searcHHgHt went over tHem carefully once 
tHen agam THe enemy apparently decided tHat tHey, 
too, were dead. THe searcHligHts went off 

THe boys withdrew reluctantly THe first to reach us 
reported that the bodies fell to pieces when touched by 
the Hooked poles and that they swarmed with rats that 
scurried for cover when our men approached We Held 
another council of war. 

“It isnT worth while to lose our lives,” one of the 
“gatherers” said. "You can’t Help them dead ones, 
anyhow." 

“But it isn’t the dead ones we’re concerned about,” I 
protested “It’s the livmg THe people who hve in these 
Houses around here can’t breathe that infected air. We’ve 
got to do something about it.’’ 

“The lady’s sure right," another “gatherer” declared, 
“what with them lousy rats r unnin g all over." 

We deaded to try to remove at least one body, the 
most obnoxious, which was that of a small boy, one of 
the first to be killed. It lay close to die still inhabited 
houses on the comer of Gesta Street, right near an non 
fence enclosing a little garden facing the street It seemed 
feasible to stretch out one’s arm to touch his clodiing The 
plan was worth trying Through tunnels and cellars and 
ditches we made our way to Gesta Street 

I had mbber gloves on and I offered to try to pull the 
boy’s body over to the fence There was not too much 
danger because our observer had told us that the Ger- 
mans had that very mommg removed their mapbinft gun 
from their post on the University wall facing Gesta Street 
Even in case of an unexpected German sortie, we had a 
good chance of escapmg. 
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When we got to the comer house, I climbed out of 
the wmdow and stealthily moved through the garden 
toward the fence gate winch I opened as noiselessly as 
I could Then I shpped out m the street where there was 
no cover They could see me here very clearly if they 
turned their searchhghts our wav 

The dark patch formed by the dead bov was just a few 
steps away now I crawled still closer and put out my 
hand. Then I saw a small cat sitting on top of the bloated 
corpse. It turned wild, bright eyes on me, and I withdrew 
my hand, suddenly scared and sickened. Then I stretched 
out my arm again. It reached the bov*s leg. I grasped the 
thin ankle and pulled hard With a screechmg miaow the 
frightened cat jumped off title body, describing a high 
somersault A bullet whizzed. The cat fell to the groimd, 
a bleeding, messy blot. Another bullet went over my head. 
I retreated promptly. 

We wait^ for a while, and then one of the boys 
ventured out again. He managed to drag the boy in with 
his long hook. At least part of our mission had been ful- 
filled. It was not possible to complete our task, not that 
night, anyway. The "gatherers” promised to come the 
next evening for another try Meanwhile it seemed foolish 
to add to tike number of the dead already scattered on 
Browama Street 

Quite uneqiectedly the Germans themselves sdved 
our sanitary problem. Aroused by our prowhng mipedi- 
tion, they made a sortie the following ni^t A shmi 
engagement ensued, but in the course of it the Germans 
managed to spray with gasoline and set afire the four 
houses facing the University on Browama Street The 
houses bumra all night Wh^ their walls finally crum- 
bled down, the mins built a mercifeil grave over the 
long-dead Ixidies of our neighbors. 

Someone was pulliDg at my dbeve and shaking me 
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violently when I woke up. I sat up, brushing the sleep off 
my eyes. 

“V\^at is it. Scholar?” I asked, “What s happened?” 

“Someone dnppmg to see you.” 

“Dripping?” 

“WiA water,” Scholar explained. “He just swam die 
Vistula. Come on, Aneri. W^e up. He’s in a hurry He’s 
on his way to Headquarters.” 

Zahwa was waitmg at my desk. He was an officer from 
Rembertow whom I had met only once before, but who 
had unwittmgly disclosed to me that my brother Yozek 
was in the Home Army, too. Zaliwa had mentioned as 
one of his collaborators a certam “Gypsy,” which I rec- 
ognized immediately as Yozek’s childhood nickname 

“Did you come from Rembertow?” I asked. Smce my 
parents lived there, I hoped for some news of them, 

“No. From Praga.” 

“How did you get here, Zaliwa?” 

We knew mat ffie Germans had their gunboats on the 
Vistula keeping a sharp lookout for just such people as 
Zaliwa attemptmg to cross from the suburb of Praga on 
the right baidc of the nver. 

“I swam across. It’s pretty dark tonight and I wasn’t 
making much noise so they didn't notice me.” 

"Well, if they had seen you, we wouldn’t have you 
here,” Yanosik observed calmly. “How about givmg our 
^est some tea with wme, Aneri, and letting hin change 
into those clothes Scholar brought for him?” 

Yanosik poured for Zaliwa h^ a glass of vodka and I 
gave him an aspirin tablet Then we besieged him with 
questions about Praga. 

"What’s happened there? Why did the Uprising die so 
quickly at Praga?” 

Zaliwa was not talkative. 

"I know nothing,” he said shortly. “I’m a courier from 
Praga to Headquarters ” 
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“What’s it like there, now?” 

“Bad. No traffic in the streets. The stOTes are closed, 
but there is enough to eat because it’s closer to the 
country. All the streets running east terminate at German 
artillery posts. The Soviets are a stone’s throw away.” 

I listened, thinlong all the time about my parents and 
about Yozek. Suddenly it seemed so diffic^t to inquire 
about them. 

“And Rembertow?” I finally asked in a voice so low I 
was afraid Zahwa would not hear me. But he did hear. 
Obviously he had been waitmg for my question. His 
face grew tired and sad There was a moment of silence. 
The boys knew my family was in Rembertow. Zaliwa 
spoke with an effort: 

“What can I tell you? I left Rembertow with my men 
when we received the orders to come to your rescue herei, 
m the city. We ran into a strong unit of Cossacks servmg 
with the Germans. We had to fight our way through to 
Praga. It was bad. And when we finally got there, dec- 
imated and haggard, there was no more Uprising there. 
One of my men brought me the news that all ray femily 
had been murdered by the Germaias after I left Rem- 
bertow.” 

“And . . . and my parents? Don’t you know ani^thing?” 

“Don’t tell her!” Scholar diouted. “She’s had enough. 
I know her. She can’t bear any more! Don’t tell her!” 

I wheeled around. I did not recognize my own scroua- 
mg voice when I faced Scholar. 

‘^hut up!” 

Zaliwa looked at me now— straig|hl in the eyes. 

“H you must know,” he said, "Wicek brought me a 
report from Rembortow that they dragged them out of 
the houses and killed them with machine-gun fire.” 

Yanosik was talking softly in my ear: “Aft® all, tibis is 
nothing but h^rsay.” Andrew stroked my cheeks with 
clumsy boyish hands. Scholar brought me a glass of 
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vodka and stood a few steps away looking at me piteously, 
like a beaten dog. I gulped down the dimk, and waited a 
long mmute, till the pieces fell back in order, till Zahwa s 
thin-hpped mouth came mto focus again. 

“And Yozek'^” I asked The short words came out with 
difSculty, as if tiiere were an iron clasp on my throat. 

“I don’t know. We left Rembertow at tihe same tune, 
but he and his men took a different road.” 

In a few mmutes, Zahwa left our post for Headquarters 
I sat on my cot, trying to recall when I had seen my 
parents last. They haa been left all alone in Rembertow 
And yet there were six of us in the family. Stashek was 
in England. There was no news from him. Yozek was 
witR the Home Army. Wanda, thrown out of her home, 
had tried to hve in a small village; and two of her chil- 
dren had been taken to Germany for forced labor. Yadviga 
had left Warsaw on orders a few weeks before the Upns- 
mg; where was she now? Zosia was the youngest of us, 
oidy twenty; for five years she had hved in mdmg, the 
first news I had of her, after the German invasion of 
Poland, was through posters on Warsaw walls, promising 
a reward for any information concerning her where- 
abouts; the Germans said she was wanted for murder! 
My parents must have died alone.* 

ZaJiwa came back two days later. It was a dark night 
again, and the German anti-aircraft were spitting out 
Iximinous balls of color, rippmg the sky in search of planes 
that tried to bring us help. We heard the growl of motors 
from afar and our hearts nearly died m us, for, though 
we yearned for them, we dreaded to see them fly mto 
the teeth of the German anti-aircraft. One mght we had 
seen four Allied planes burst in flames over our heads, 
and we helplessly had to watch the death of those who 
had tried to save us. The crew of one of these four planra 

* Mcmtibs after the end of the war, news inched me m the Umted 
States that dtey had muacoloasly escaped from Bembertaw 
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had bailed out and landed in our sector, to take acti\e 
part later ui our fighL With hopeful hearts and eager 
prayers did we follow the course of the few Allied planes 
that would occasionally fly over Warsaw. But not even 
once did we see a Russian plane. 

Tm going back,” Zahwa said. “In two days a liaison 
gul from Praga ought to reach } our post. Pleaw take good 
care of her She bnng the last message from us to 
Headquarters She is to r emain in Warsaw.” 

“And your 

“It s aU m God’s hands.” 

I knew the Vistula welL I have never been afraid of 
any water but that of our own treacherous river. It was 
not too wide near Warsaw, but was full of whirlpools m 
most imespected places. Ctoe would wade through shal- 
low water and then, suddenly, a mighty undertow would 
drag one deep down, leaving even a good swimmer limp 
from exhaustion. And Zahwa was to swim across right 
near the Kierbedz Bridge, where the German anti-aiicraft 
post was. 

I stayed up that night, praying for Zaliwa’s safety. The 
town of Rembertow was in my mmd agam. I remembered 
gettmg off at the station and bemg met by German 
gendarmes who drove us all to the square, where a tall 
gallows loomed. Six bodies were swaying on it. At their 
feet was a huge placard on which was wntten in Polish 
Such Is the Just PumaatMENT Meted Out by the Reich 
TO Communists. I saw my motho: in the crowd, sobbing 
loudty, and calling for Gods mercy. 

The Germans labeled us Communists. 

The Soviets labeled us Fascists. 

And somewhere, in the middle of the treaiffierous river 
a man was workmg his way amoss, wearily, stubbornly. 
From one enemy— to the other. 

Zahwa’s messenger girl, Ela, came to us the seomd 
night after Lis departure- She was so tiny and fragile tihat 
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we marveled Bow she could have swum across the Vistula. 
Ela was tired, drenched to the bone, and her teeth 
chattered from the cold 

I took her down to the shelter, undressed her, and 
rubbed her slim body with alcohol. She drank a glass of 
vodka. Then I wrapped her up in a blanket^ gave her a 
hot-water bottle and ordered her to sleep. 

Yanosik hovered over Ela the way a hen does over her 
favorite chick. He could not take his eyes ofE her pale 
childish face and her big green eyes with their long 
lashes. When she fell asleep, he locked the entrance to 
the shelter, barricaded it with a heavy armchair, sat 
down in it with determination and announced that he 
was not gomg to let anyone bother Ela while she slept 

Esther amused at his performance, I shrugged my 
shoulders and told him not to worry, as no one was going 
to bother the girl an3rway. 

"You don’t know them,” he scowled. “They have no 
heart at Headquarters.” 

I was at the station busy widi some wounded when 
Sweeper came in with a strange young man. He waited 
imtil I had finished. Then he introduced the ofiBcious- 
looking visitor: “This is Lieutenant Ejet. He came to take 
Ela to Headquarters. We ought to wake her up, I think,” 
he added with embarrassment 

I went down to ihe shelter where I stumbled over 
Yanosik sprawling in his armchair. He pretended not to 
understand what I was talkmg about 

“Don’t be an ass, Yanosik. Don’t you know what orders 
are?” 

“I know that that girl could have died ten times over. 
She could have drowned, she could have been shot, she 
could have been fastened to death. Let her sleep now, 
I tell you.” 

“But this is important.” 

"Well, then, let him take the papers and be damnedl” 
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Yanosik burst out I was taken aback, for I had never 
heard Yanosik curse before. 

Lieutenant Kret came with Sweeper, and Yanosik 
asked him to step aside. 

“Do you swim. Lieutenant?” he asked eamestiv. 

“No, I do not” 

Yanosik threw up his hands in despair. 

“How can I talk with you then? Well, I’ll try, anyhow. 
You see, lieutenant, that girl swam the Venial You 
wouldn’t know what the Vistula is if you don't swim. But 
let me tell you. Lieutenant it s plenty disagreeable m 
broad daylight with people all aroimd to come to the 
rescue. Can you imagine mat htde girl doing it widi all 
the searchlights on the nver, and the Germans every- 
where with their cannon, and the whirlpools and . . 

He went on and on, describing what Ek had gone 
throng until Lieutenant Eiret shivered and tvolamwA 
sincerely: “I wouldn’t hke to have her assignment* 

“So what do you think that girl deserves now?” Yanosik 
asked with a sneer. 

‘*The Cross of Valor,” answer^ Lieutenant un- 
hesitatingly. 

Yanosik caught his troubled head in his hands and, in 
dismay, shook it from side to side. Then he tried again 
pohtely, “My dear Lieutenant, by right we should all get 
your Crosses of Valor, but you can just stuff your chimney 
with them. That gnrl ought to get a few hours of sleep 
nowi” 

At this point Yanosik was beaten by his own weapon. 
Ela pounded on the closed door from within, calling to 
be let out 

‘1 don’t want to sleep any more,” die called. “Tm 
hungry. Please give me somethmg to eat* 

Yanosik jumped up immediately and dragged his bar- 
ricade aside. Ela scrambled out of the dielter, shook her 
cropped hair and repeated plaintively: ‘Tm so hungry.” 



138 


SILENT IS THE VISTUIA 


She looked quite like a large porcelain doll, and I had a 
flittmg temptation to press her in the middle and see 
whether she would not speak m a doll's monotone. 
“Mam-ma, mam-ma.” Kret stood there startled, he did 
not expect Ela to look like a Dresden doll. But most amus- 
mg was Yanosik. I had never seen him scared before but 
he looked it now. He did not quite know how to behave, 
was “it” breakable or not, and what did one do about “it”? 
He stood there uncertainly, like a dog waggmg his tad, 
and stared at Ela in dumb admiration. I could see that 
for that htde girl Yanosik would be sure to bring twice 
as many tomatoes from the Germans’ vegetable garden 
and twice as many shirts from the bumt-out houses in 
the enemy’s badq^ard and snatch a few of God’s bright 
stars for good measure from under the German curtam 
of fire. 

We gave her something to eat and she told us a htde 
about herself. She was almost twenty. She had been 
swimming ever smce she could remember walkmg Sur- 
rounded by our admiration, she sat there cahnly, a htde 
guardedly I thought, but without displaying any self- 
consciousness. There was not a trace of afFectation in her 
manner. She swallowed the last morsel, blew her nose 
in a crumpled tmy handkercbef, smoothed her overalls, 
and said it was tune to go. 

We watdied her disappear behind the barricade on 
Drewniana Street with Lieutenant Kret, who was trotting 
humbly beside her. 

I never saw her again. 

It was no longer safe for Barbarka to sleep upstairs, 
even in the back room. The walls of my apartment began 
to look more and more like a sieve, the wmdowpanes 
were shattered and several of my books, in the quiet of 
the bookcase, were destroyed by German bullets. The 
moment <^tme when something had to be done about it. 
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I had hoped all along that I would not have to liquidate 
my aparbnent. To break up my home seemed to me hke 
givmg m to evil premomtions If thmgs were scarified by 
German bullets, they were still in their places, and one 
could pretend that life was normal and that this was stiH 
a home But the upper floors were too exposed to destruc- 
tion to be hvable 

Scholar and Andrew, while off duty, came to help me 
pack 

“O, Mother of Bad Inventions!” Andrew exclaimed, 
looking at the holes m the walls and the shatter^ door 
to the balcony of my room. “This is a mce, airy summer 
apartment, no doubt about it The landlord ought to raise 
your rent, Aneri, for the latest improvements.* 

1 packed our clothes into suitcases and put the books 
in large wooden cases. My paintings, wrapped and tied, 
I decided to take down to the ce&r. I hesitated at 
drawers of my desk, fiiH of letters £tom my late husband, 
some photographs and a few other souvenirs more impor- 
tant to me than anything else in the whole apartment. I 
wanted to have them an in one package, which I could 
take wherever I went. But there was nothing handy for 
the purpose. 

“in do it later,* I told Scholar 

He said nothing, but I felt his thought- "Perhaps 
dierell be no later * 

Sta n d i ng on the piano, in Barbarka’s room there was 
a picture of me. From the hall I saw Scholar disomdly 
tucldng it away in his pocket Obviously, he did not want 
to be seen. 

Several neighbors had together planned to taV«» part 
of the cellar space and wall up all their more precious 
belongings there. My neighbor acro^ the hall was moving 
downstairs practic^y all her possessions, even the 
furniture. 

“You see,” she mqilained, "even if the 
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bums down, the walls in the cellar should keep the fire 
out. We will have saved something at least.” 

I nodded pohtely, but declmed the mvitation to join 
them. I could not impart to her my fears that all their 
ingenmty would probably prove of no avail, that every- 
thing would be destroyed hare, includmg ourselves. 

Dysentery spread among tiie soldiers and civilians at 
an appaUmg speed. Our physicians and nurses fou^t it 
with ^ the means at our disposal, but could not check 
the evil. 

To aggravate the disease, there was no more running 
water at our post. The other posts had been deprived of 
water even earlier, before August 20th. We had to bnng 
it in buckets from either of two nearby wells, where we 
had to wait long for our turn, because they were used by 
the civilian population of the entire sector. It was not 
until some thne later that special hours were established 
for soldiers and nurses, twice a day. One does not realize 
how mdispensable water is every hour of the day until 
there is none. We had to drag dozens of heavy buckets 
every day for washing, for laundry and for use in the 
kitchen. 

On the same long-dreaded day when our water had 
stopped miming completely even m the basements. 
Colonel Matylda held a bnefing with her women-officers 
from the various sectors. She told me that she had rec- 
ommended me for a decoration. I am afraid I did not 
show proper enthusiasm and appreciation. Everybody, 
I felt, deserved Crosses of Valor mese days. There was no 
point in conferring them at all, except perhaps for some 
very outstandmg deeds of heroism But I could not boast 
of any such deed Whatever I had done, others had done 
as mudi and more. So I thanked Matylda duly, and asked 
her whether she could ofiFer us any information as to the 
mission of the Soviet liaison officer. Captain Kalugin, and 
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why he had come to our Warsaw Headquarters if the 
Soviets were not gomg to help us. 

“I’m sorry, I ha\e no information to give,” Colonel 
Matylda said. “All I know is that Captam Kalugin has 
sent his repeat to Soviet authonties urgmg them to help 
us So far, as you know, without any results Todays 
papers carry the new's that the Soviet High Command 
has refused shuttle bases to Amencan and Bntish planes 
that were to bring us aid from Great Britam They had 
planned to drop arms and supphes for us and land behmd 
the Soviet lines, so as to avoid having to make the Imig 
trip back without a break. But m view of the Soviet 
refusal of the shuttle bases— well, we may as well face it— 
probably they won’t come at all.” 

We were flabbergasted, as none of us had had an 
opportunity to see the papers. We could not believe what 
we heard. 

“Is ... is that authentic ... I mean, is it official^ some- 
one stammered. 

“Unfortunately it is no mere rumor It is true’” Matylda 
answered steadily. 

"Why didn’t diey, why didn’t they say so?” the same 
half-breakmg voice went on. There w'as a moment of 
silence. The girl tried to gain control over herself. Hien 
she broke down completely. A flood of words burst out, 
sobbing, panting, breathless. 

"Why didn’t they say right away. Well give you no 
h elp You are to die’’ in an honest, straightforward 
way? . . . Did they have to wash their hands in our blood, 
together with the Nazis, in 1939 and 1940 and 1941, in 
order to shake hands wnth the West now, to jom the 
United Nations’* And the diplomatic luncheons in Mos- 
cow, 'With their promises and handsome words. Tlussia 
wants to see a strong, free and mdependent Poland.’ . . . 
They called on us to fight, and all toe time they had a 
knife hidden to stab us in the back! We don’t need to die! 
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Let them be honest once at least, in this last hour, and 
tell us why, why are we to die, when we could hvel 
Let them answer honestlyl” 

Colonel Matylda went over to the hystencal girl and 
laid a steady hand on her tremblmg shoulder. 

“Come on! Snap out of it*” she said curtly. 

I dragged my heavy feet back to the Red Cross station. 
The loneimess of our struggle was much greater now tTian 
in the first week of the Upnsing It became clear to every- 
body after weeks of waning illusions that we had been 
deserted by our Soviet ally. And now hope itself 
deserted us. 
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In the morning of August 28th the heavy 
drone of many planes brought us out mto the street It 
was most unusual for the Germans to use a large nmnber 
of planes m one flight They did not have to Their air- 
fields were too close and their safety too imchallenged, 
either from the ground or from die air, to require massed 
air power over Warsaw. 

But that morning twenty-one planes passed over us, 
flying in orderly formations of seven each We tilted back 
our heads and squinted our eyes to see them better. 

“Soviet perhaps?” someone ventured. 

*1 doubt it,” another voice answered tardy. "Teribaps 
British or American.” 

Within a moment all our doubts were dispelled. We 
saw the swastikas on the planes-Gennan They flew east- 
ward, passed over the Old Tovm, then turned back and, 
circling above us again, flew eastward once more. And 
then we saw them drop dieir loads of death on the Old 
Town. At first we heard no esplc^ions. Then, nests of 
flames burst out beyond, and we could see the Old Town 
go up in fire and smoke. So these were the ill-famed 
“umbrella-bombs”! They opened low over the target and 
incendiaries fell out of their bellies. But they dn^iped 
other bcnnbs, too, demolition bombs. From our post, 
speechless, we watched the planes and the destructioii 
they spread. Our mouths were dry and our ears ached 
from the roar of explosions. 

Suddenly, one erf the German planes swerved sharply 
on its course. It fried to regain its balance and its altitude. 
In queer 2 S^gs it slid down to earth. Then it plummeted 
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Lice a heavy stone There was an explosion and another 
burst of flames 

That afternoon The Republk earned the news that a 
German plane had been shot down over the Old Town 
by machme-gun fire, and had crashed with its load None 
of its crew had been saved. It was a luchy break for us, 
for it was not often that one shot down a plane that way 

The afternoon paper also contained a brief account of 
the situation in me Old Town. No more intact houses 
were left standing there, and our posts had moved under- 
ground to the spacious caves, from which they daily 
made several sorties against the Germans. They fought 
on, but the fight could not continue much longer there. 
It was clear that, in careful, measured words. The Re- 
public was preparing us for the fall of the Old Town. 

Prominently displayed in the paper was an appalling 
story of German treachery told by the only survivor of 
the Home Army unit which had been stationed in the 
Mostowsld Mansion. Cut off from our other units, our 
boys there held on, hoping that eventually they would be 
rescued. They had run out of food and their supplies of 
ammunition were ridiculously low. They stiU mamtamed 
some contact with one post on Dluga Street, and they sent 
out desperate radio signals for help. 

No wonder they were delighted one fine morning to see 
a large detachment of well-armed men, who wore the 
red-and-white armbands of the Home Army, approaching 
their post. Our boys at the Mostowsld Mansion saw from 
a distance that the newcomers, who were marching on 
the quick, were bringing a few h^t machine guns with 
them. There could be no doubt that the long-awaited 
rescue was finally coming Apparently this was a company 
of the Home Army which had captured some Germans 
and taken then: arms for their besieged comrades. 

Our boys had come out of hiding, shouting a joyous 
welcome to the rescue party. The men in the first ranks 
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of the oncoming umt waved back and shouted, too. Then, 
when they got close enough, the men who wore the Home 
Anny armbands opened fire Our boys had no arms with 
them They fell, mowed down almost to the last one The 
dymg soldiers on the pavement saw the Germans calmly 
t^e ofiF their red-and-white armbands and, with mock- 
mg laughs of triumph, enter the Mostowski Mansion. 
Omy one man from that post miraculously escaped and 
lived to tell the story of the ruse. 

Now, agam the German planes swooped down over 
our heads I dropped the paper, grabbed Barbarka’s hand 
and pulled her after me. We ran down the stairs to the 
shelter. There was the deafening whistle of a falling 
bomb, followed by the roar of a close explosion. One . . . 
two... three... The plaster fdl off the walls in big 
chunks. It was hard to breathe in the gray-black clouds of 
plaster dust which got into our throats and noses. After 
a long while I managed to qien my eyes. People around 
me were either sitting or lying down, all holding their 
hands to their ears. Barbarka hung on to me. She was 
crying. 

“Is it our house?* a colorless, dust-choked voke asked 

We began getting up, cautiously shaking our arms and 
legs Upstairs, the street was littered knee-high with 
debris The scratchy dust made us all cough. Sweeper 
with his boys and the residenfe of Topiel Street came out 
to see the ertent of the damage. The German planes now 
turned back and again circled low over our heads, but 
without dropping any brnnhs and without strafing ns 
with their machtoe guns. They, too, were probably 
praising the destruction. 

Four houses away from our Red Cross station, where 
No. 19 Topiel Street used to be, there was nothing but a 
messy heap <rf bricks. The foinr-s^ building had eruE^ 
bled down Kfce a toy house buflt d cards. The delxis 
had dosed all the eatiaiK»s to die cdlstr. We stood there 
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Stunned for a moment, thinking with mountmg horror 
of those trapped in the basement of the destroyed house, 
of the women, children, sick and aged Then we sprang 
mto action feverishly. No one knew how to remove the 
huge, smouldenng pile that had crashed around the 
cellar, cutting off all waw of escape from the interior. 
But we tackled what seemed like an impossible task, for 
there was no choice in our horror and despair 

Barbarka clamored to stay with me and help in the 
rescue, but I sent her back to the station. She dared not 
protest 

We set to work, pulling at the twisted iron girders and 
jagged blocks of wsuls After an hours labor, we opened a 
passage to the narrow corridor leading to the shelter. It 
was filled up with wreckage, and we could not get 
through. We would pull at splintered p l a n ks sticking out 
of the debris only to bnng down a new avalanche of 
scrap. Rescue squads from the neighbormg ^eet came 
to help us. Some of the men pounded on the wall of tiie 
cellar to let the trapped people know of our efforts to 
save tibem. 

Our arms grew heavy and ached from the strain of the 
tad::. Yet, althou^ tune was passing, we were still far 
from readiing the oitrance. 

Amfaroz^ the janitor oS the ai^ining house, suddenly 
jumped up, slappra his forehead and ran to the othmr 
sBe of No. 19, v^ch faced the vegetable gardens. I ran 
after him. Ambrodak lay down on a flat block of ruined 
wall and began to dig fiMously. He pulled, puffed, kicked 
and tore at things, 'i^en be strai^ten^ up. His black- 
ened, dirty face, streaked with sweat, was banning at me. 

“Well get ’em out,” he tfedbired 

1 by do^ beside him, and he diowed me an irem door 
that lie had eroosed. it, he explained, one conid 

gdt to toe odiar. But we had to do it axm or toe im- 
ptiaoned foBcs in^ be stified to death. 
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Jiist then the Gennan planes returned. They came 
very low and sprajed our street wth machine-^ fire. 
We fell flat on the pavement and scrambled for cover 
wherever we could find it 

The people down there in the basement struggled for 
each breath We heard weak poundmg on the iron door 
we were to break open, but we could not move Every 
lime someone moved, the machme guns would bark 
again, spitting death. 

We lay there for hours, till there was no more strength 
left in me to endure the sharp bricks that cut into my 
abdomen and my breasts and the barbed wne that 
bruised my legs Yet we waited patiently, closing our eyes 
for a second only when the bullets hit the pavement right 
near us We coidd not let the people down below die. 

As suddenly as they had come, the Germans flew away. 
We breathed freely again. From all sides there was a rush 
to Ambroziak’s iron door in the ground. Someone bmught 
a crowbar and the door was pried open. 

A child, tiny Irenka, was toe first to emerge horn the 
cellar. She was the daughter of the janitor of No. 19 Then 
we pulled out a woman with one eye popping out of its 
bloody socket. One after another, we rescued all the vic- 
tims. Miraculously, no one had died, but one man was 
gravely woimded. He was very stout, and we had great 
difficulty in extricatmg him through the narrow openmg. 
Our nurses had their Wids toll. 

We returned to the station dead tired, swooning on our 
feet I found Barbarfca on har knees, washing ^ fbor. 
A bucket of bloody water was near her. Half of the floor 
was still smeared with blood. I felt my knees shake. Bed 
and black spots whirled before my eyes. 

“What happened, Barbarka?” I stamm^ed. 

She looked up at me from toe blood oot the floor, and 
1^ round, childish face was streamir^ with tears. 

"Yanosik," she said. 
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I slumped down on the wet floor beside her, put my 
arms around her and burst out crymg. Could it be that 
YaniKik, with his kmd gaiety and unassuming heroism, 
was gone forever? We sat there, crymg together, Bar- 
barlca on my shoulder, I into her tousled blond hair, 
seized by uncontrollable grief over the death of Yanosik, 
who was Life itself 

On my cot, in a puddle of blood, lay the shirt Yanosik 
had pidked up on his night prowl in the German back- 
vard that was once Browama Street 

Hiis was the beginning of die real struggle for Powisle, 
our sector. Two nights and two da}^, aflame with battle, 
followed. Browama Street died in fire, then Gesta Street, 
then part of Leszczynsfca Street where Sergeant Putkow- 
ski’s machine-gun nest was still defendmg the bamcade. 
Heavy shells pulverized the walls of one house after 
another. Spitting machme guns drove people away from 
the streets. Everybody hved in cellars like rats. 

The third day was quieter. It was August Slst, the day 
of doom for the Old Town. 

On that day, die forces of the Home Army defending 
the Old Town were ordered to withdraw. The only way 
<rf retreat <^n to them was through the sewers, which 
were now even more dreadful than before They were 
dotted with the bodies of those who had not survived 
the trip and had drowned in sludge. And yet the soldiers 
a$ the Home Army, accompanied by some civilians, took 
to that Golgotha road. Staymg behmd in the Old Town 
were the wounded in the ho^itals and their staffs, over 
three hundred nurses, doctors and priests who refused 
to kave. Altogether a population of about thirty thmigand 
remained in the Old Town. Only two thousand were 
sdieduled to escape through the sewers. 

On August 31st, the eve of the fifth anniversary of 
Germany s attack upon Poland, we were ordered to stand 
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by at tbe exit from the sewers. Everybody went there 
Behind the barricade on Warecka Street, I joined a large 
group of nurses waitmg for the firet men to emerge from 
Sie slimy catacombs, Barbarka came and stood with 
Zofia, a few steps away, holdmg tight her hand. 

On the barricade a man with a movie-camera was sit- 
tmg and filmmg the scene. I watched him and wondered 
whether his pictures would ever get to the faraway world, 
and, if they did, would people ever believe them to be 
genuine. 

Soon human bemgs from die Old Town began climb- 
ing up the iron ladder from the sewers, and we hoisted 
diem up through the manhole to the street They were 
mosdy skeletons. Emaciated beyond behef, their pale 
skin hung limply on the protruding bones of their faces 
and their bodies. The women were dumb with suffering. 
An endless procession of bloody ghosts, armless, le^e^ 
faceless, went on and on, their wounds caked with the 
filth of the sewers. On and on they came, tiH our arms felt 
like lead from the labor of puUmg diem out and carrying 
them aside. 

The worst cases were taken immediately to the quar- 
ters of the Napoleon Cafe, right through a gaping hole 
in its wall The stretcher-bearers went back and forth 
between the cafd and Napoleon Square in an endless 
queue. 

Those who were strong enon^ to move by themselves 
sat woodenly on the pavement, looking arownd with 
blinking eyes, marveling that here was still a piece of 
Warsaw where at least stumps of houses remained ^aadr 
ing and whmre a whole barricade on Waiecka Street was 
intact 

A ymaB boy climbed out of the manhole He carried 
two grenades hanging from his kather belt, and a 
revolva:. He stood there, diading his eyes, and looking at 
ns and at the street. 
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"You have houses here*” he finally exclaimed m astonish- 
ment 

A woman came out Her eyes were wild She had lost 
her child somewhere m the sewers Wringing her hands, 
she ran from one child to another, peermg mto dirty 
faces, pushing their strmgy hair off their eyes, shnekmg 
hystencally as she called the name of her child m an 
animal ay. 

Barbarka stood at a small table, handmg out glasses of 
water mixed with wme, and salting the contents gen- 
erously with tears. We all cned as we lifted them out of 
the manhole and wdped their faces and removed the filthy 
rags from their wounds to make room for clean bandages 

A shriveled-up old woman was helped out of the sewer 
Her frail body was wrapped up m lace curtains, tied 
together somehow. That was all she had on She staggered 
on the pavement, looked around, screwed up her free in 
anger and called shrilly “The coach! Where is my coach? 
Fm in a hurry! The coach for Madame la Comtesse! I 
can’t be too late at the ball Ihe Ambassador is waitmg 
Where is my coach?” Zofia took her and calmed her better 
than any of ns ever could. 

Two sevoa-year-olds were next to be hoisted out of the 
hda The ray Barbara W., who never learned that most 
qaestkms had better » unasked, put her arms around 
me two children, sw^owed her tears and asked them 
about ihefr^ents. The httle boy, holding the girl s hflT»^ 
and the little girl, holdmg onto her brother s hand, looked 
at Barbara pathetically, without answering. Then, their 
smalk dirty fists flew up to their eyes, which they began 
rubbing with quuk, detennined gestures, smearing dirt 
and tears all over their faces. Their parents had been left 
te the Old Town. There was no larger cemetery in 
Wtmw in tliase days* 

Swie C3f the Home Army men came up firom the sewers 
m good dbape. ITiey stood in caderly ranks, ever growing, 
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waiting for their commanding officer TTie first detach- 
ment ready to march to their new post was the Chrobry 
Unit to which we had been assigned dunng our three-day 
stay m the Old Town, from August 9th to 12th. It was a 
large imit, and some two hundred men gathered on 
Warecka Street waitmg for their captam Through tunnels 
and passages I led them to 29 Zlota Street, and returned 
to the manhole agam 

A smaE boy standmg on Warecka Street attracted mv 
attention when I approached our bamcade. Even from 
a distance there seemed somethmg familiar about him 
I came closer and recognized Piotrek, the only son of 
Bozena, my good friend. Bozena s husband Imd been 
kiEed by the Germans on August 1st, at 2:30 p.m , when 
he was on his way to his post carrying a package of 
ammimition. Passing m a green car, they shot him in the 
street an hour before the Upnsmg began. Bozena was 
working in one of our hospitids in me Old Town. Seeing 
Piotrek here, alone, I felt fear creep up my throat again. 

“And your mother, Piotrek, where is she?* 

“She remained with the wounded,” the boy answer^ 
“She told me to go She was very angry when I wanted 
to stay with her. She said I should get out of the Old 
Town, find a troop of boy scouts and continue with my 
work in the mid-city sector Can you tefl me, please, 
whare I can report to work?” 

I took him to Mrs Rawska on Gmski Street, where he 
received a new assignment I would have given a g^t 
deal for the right to teE the boy how much I admhed 
him. But he would not have understood, and I could not 
find words good aaough and simple mioug^ So I just 
said good-bye and ran back to my job. 

For three days and three nighto tl^ sewers ccmtiaaed 
to roit out mangled wr^s men, wmnen and 
chihhm. Some two tibousand of them passed thrac^ cm 
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hands. Then Lieutenant Mewa, Colonel Matyidas aide, 
came to me, hobbling on her swollen legs She brought 
new orders. “SVe must organize laundnes for the Old 
Towners There is no water at all m mid-city You must 
do somethmg here ” 

Immediately I thought of the Fuchs chocolate factory, 
where they had a well of their own and big washing 
machmes and huge cauldrons, Jerzy Fuchs, Qie yoimg 
proprietor, was most cooperative, and I felt sure that he 
would help us out Haunted by all I had seen, I walked 
rapidly to the factory grounds. 

Just as I had thou^t, Jerzy Fuchs promised to take 
care of the laundry for the people from the Old Town 
His laundry had been serving me neighboring hospitals 
and some of our units, too Now its work was to be 
doubled. 

He took me on a tour. I went through the large 
kitchens of the factory Jerzy Fuchs fed six hundrM 
people, his own workers, who had been caught here by 
the outbreak of the Uprising. Besides, R.G O.— the Cen- 
tral Welfare Council, a citizens’ organization— operated 
Its lotthen here At the time we were making the rounds, 
many hundreds of people were standing in line vmiting 
for their soup. It was tasty and smelled good, but it had 
an unpleasant dark color, due to the fact that the caul- 
drons m which it was cooked could not be scoured now. 

Bdfore returning home I stopped at Fuchs* office. He 
wanted to show me a letter he had wntten to the Quar- 
tennaster of the Home Army, who sought to requisition 
the factmy’s supplies of sugar and flour. But Fuchs 
pleaded tiiat he was feeding his own people and was in 
addition helpmg out the enormous E G.O. kitchen. I told 
him I was sure the Quartermaster would not take more 
than a small part o£ hts supplies. 

He broi^t out a paper bag filled with small cookies 
wiiidb he was in die habit of giving me foe the diildren 
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in my sector I never failed to distribute his sweet crackers 
religiously and with ndiculous fairness among the little 
ones. Fuchs was biddmg me good-bye at the gate of the 
factory when the German planes came over us again, for 
the second time that day. 

We hastily went down to the factory shelter, an enor- 
mous and well-managed room. Only a part of its per- 
man^t inhabitants, a thousand p«jple or so, were there 
at the time of the air raid The rest were up in the kitchen, 
m hne for their daily rations, or workmg m the laimdry 
or m the stores. We heard the planes swooping down in a 
sharp whirlpool of air, and we each harbored our own 
fears, not darmg to talk or look around. The blasts of 
bombs almost tore our eardrums to shreds and, mstinc- 
tively, we cowered still more. Then diere was no more 
bombing. Piercmg cnes and howls rent the air. 

Jerzy Fuchs was the first of us, I think, to move. He 
went up the stairs and I followed him, slowly, for we 
were shaken. Other people moved behind us. 

The courtyard was in havoc. The German bombers 
had scored a direct hit on the kitchen buildmg. X feared 
to look there. When X did look at last, afte^ a long-drawn 
moment ten^ with horror, the si^t made me numb. A 
wave of nausea sickened me. Nothing was kft of the 
kitdien building. From the heaps of rums protruded 
dismembered bodies and tom-off hmhs. Hunks of human 
fiesh were strewn around and puddles of dotted Mood 
wore mixed with the thick soim ^piQed from the huge 
cauldrons. Our nostrils were filled with the smells of £rew 
blood, raw flesh, steammg grud and hrkk-dust 

The laundry buildmg, too, was no mcme. The old rod 
had tumbled over the pile of debris, hke a hi^ snsh- 
rocxn fiiat was falling apart jErom decay. 

X saw a man l3ni^ flat on bis face in the gateway of the 
iadmy and X walkra over to hira od kaden feet, paying 
that would be dead, ioo, so that I would not haw to 
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lcx)k into his dvmg e\ es begging for help I could not give 
My anns and m\ hands were no longer supple and sure, 
but limp and flaccid 

The man was alive He was not even wounded. He was 
suffering from a bad case of shock Withm half an hour 
he was up on his feet again and was e\en helpmg us dig 
through the wreckage 

The water mam had apparently been broken, for now 
the shelter and the basements of the Fuchs factory were 
all under water, which gushed out mto the steeply slop- 
mg street The water surged on and was runnmg down 
toward my Red Cross station and on toward Sweeper s 
post 

Tlus is how the Old Town came to us, m Powdsle, with 
all its horror. Perhaps none of us thought of it then in 
just those terms However, we all hoped to live up to the 
glory which was the Old Towns not only in its death, 
but also m its fabulous stoicism 

Danuta went out on patrol duty without orders and, 
when came back wounded, with two fingers of her 
rigjit hand fenn to dbreds, I first made a dressing for her 
and then gave her a sound scoldmg She begged me not 
to tdfl Sweeper what she had done or that she was 
wounded. Jnst thea Lieutenant 21)ych from the mid-city 
sector arrived unexpectedly. He used to live iu our 
ipiaiter before the Uprismg. It was but a short since 

be had been released from the Pawiak Pnson, and the hair 

on his shaved head was not yet fully grown. He seemed 
very tired arai very upset. 

“Will Fowisle be able to defend itself?” I asked 

duldyily. 

lieirtenant 2%ych was siknt for a very long moment. 
Haen he said: “I came here to lake my wife away.” 

Ihare was no need fmr further comments. And yet, I 
said to myseif that 2 l> 3 rfr s wife vms pregnant and «> he 
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had a special reason for his mission But women began 
to come to me and to Zofia and ask us “Is it true, 
niadame, that the Armv will not be able to hold this post'^ 
What’ll happen to us then’” 

I knew no answer The responsibilit\ for these women 
and children lay heaialy on my shoulders I went to 
Lieutenant Pobog, to Command 2 4 
“Aren't there any orders concerning the cmlians. 
Lieutenant^” I asked “About their evacuation, I mean. 
They can’t possibly stay m Powisle ” 

But Lieutenant Pobog had so far received no orders 
Gomg back to the post, I thought over the situation The 
Germans now dommated our district from three sides 
Them cannon shelled us from the Kierbedz and Poma- 
towski Bridges, as did the gunboats on the Vistula. There 
was only one precarious avenue of escape open to us, in 
the direction of Napoleon Square, through a tortuous net 
of die underground passages 
But w’hat were we to do with the nonrcombatants^ I 
had heard long before that the civilians from Zulawsld 
and Zorawia Streets, unable to bear any longer the 
supreme hardships of living under siege, had surrendered 
to the Germans, never expecting that their lot could 
possibly get worse 

Ever since August 8th we had heard blood-curdling 
reports about the Pruszkow Camp. Pruszkow was about 
a dozen miles hrom Warsaw. Those of us wbo fcuew the 
place could not imagine at first where the Germans could 
possibly keep lai^e numbers of prisoners, unless it be in 
the open, behind barbed wire enclosures. But still they 
herdc« thousands of innocent civilians from the sectors 
of Warsaw which they held, as well as all tlmse mflitaiy 
<»■ civilians who fell into their hands in otha* district 
and drove them into Pruszkow. Tbmre th^ held them in 
dreadful sanitary conditions, with htde medical care and 
even less food. 
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We never knew whether this German policy was 
adopted mainly as a measure of extermination or whether 
it was aimed at breaking the morale of the Home Army 
soldiers whose families were being annihilated in cold 
blood, in retaliation for the Uprising. Whatever the pur- 
pose, Pruszkow Camp served both ends. People perished 
there by hundreds and by thousands. Every day new 
carloads were brought in. And yet every time a new 
report from Pruszkow was broadcast by one of our radio 
stations, our determination to kill Nazis and fight to the 
end grew more dogged than ever. 



CHAPTER 


THE CALL OF HUNGER 


C3cr post smelt like a sewer. A German 
grenade had smashed the plumbmg m the house, and the 
rooms were partly flooded The scene was that of a battle- 
field, with pieces of broken furniture all around, and 
shattered wmdow glass and trash underfoot Sweepers 
room was not so bad, though the telephone was out of 
order 

“I guess they won’t attack us tonight,” Sweeper mused. 
“We can put up some of the boys here ” 

“Sweeper,” I said, “don’t you think we ought to open 
a passage from house to house on the third floors by 
breakmg through die waDs^” 

“What for^’ 

“In case we are forced to retreat. Tanks are most effec- 
tive on the ground and agamsl the first floor But their 
fire never reaches the diird floor.” 

“But they won’t attack us wuth tanks here Not from 
Obozna Street, because the slope there is too steep And 
not from Browama, because we have no barricade there 
and we’ll be able to hold them off with the means put 
at our disposal.” 

“And what are these means, Td like to know^ 

“I asked Pobog to assign to us tihe anti-tank weapons 
withdrawn from the Old Town.” 

“Are you in your n^t mind. Sweeper, or is yom 
imagination running away wnth you? How in heavmis 
name could they evacuate anti-tank guns from the Old 
Town?” 

“Through the sewers,” he answared quiedy. The very 
thought made me gulp 

“When do you think we’ll get than?” 
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"Tomorrow, I thmk Kr\bar knows perfectly w'ell that 
we are in the front-line now, here at this post, and in this 
sector anvwav ” 

Sw’eeper then asked Scholar and me to walk with hnn 
to the observ^ation pomt One of the bojs was there, 
watching the University through field glasses He had 
earphonra on and every few minutes he would report 
on the movements of the enemy. I looked through the 
glasses and was startled to see a German soldier so near 
that it seemed as if I could touch him by merely stretch- 
ing out my hand. The glasses brought him six times closer 
than he actually w'as From the depths of a widespread 
chestnut tree the long muzzle of an ack-ack gun, camou- 
flaged by branches and leaves, peered out I counted five 
such ack-ack nests On a ladder, leaning agamst the wall 
which faced Browama Street stood another German, 
carefully watchmg that sector. Many others milled be- 
hind the University walls. And it was rather maddenmg 
to see them there, smug and secure, amply provided widi 
quantities of arms and ammunition. 

"No new movements They re all m their places,” the 
observer reported. 

Sweeper spat and turned to us. “Let s go down,” he 
said; “it s time to have a bile. I told you they woiddn’t 
attack us toni^t” 

Madame Bronislava met us downstairs with tears in 
her beautiful ^es. A German shell had burst in her room, 
where all the food had been stored, and had destroyed 
eveiything, izxdudmg a wall 

"Why, I won t have anythmg but water for your 
s«f»er,” she waded, “and even that has not yet been 
fetcmed bom the weQ.” 

We scraped up a few thmgs from here and there, 
eno^^ to keep off the worst hunger, but Bronislava was 
siffl qfaconscdate at the thou^t of future meals. 

"There fe nothmg,” she repeated emphatically, “but 
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absolutely nothing!” And she showed Sweeper the open 
palms of her outstretched hands to illustrate how empty 
her larder was. 

“Why should yoi^ worry, Madame Bronislava?” 
Sweeper jested. You'll have a well-deserved vacation 
from cooing.” 

“You’re always jokmg. Lieutenant This is nothing to 
joke about Jokes don’t sit well on an empty stomach.” 

“Well, It wont hurt us a bit ‘Doctor’ Amen olgimc jt 
actually does one good not to burden the hver and 
stomach. She is at die moment wmtmg an illummating 
treatise on the subject” 

He would have gone on and on, but I boxed his ears 
to brmg him back to reahty. 

“What shall we do?” I asked anxiously. “The boys must 
eat somethmg. Madame Bronislava is nght Sweeper 
This IS no time for jofcmg.” 

Sweeper was whistling between his teeth, and I knew 
he had something up his sl^ve. 

“What is it, Napoleon?” I asked. 

“A sheep,” he whispered mj^teriously “We’ll get it 
around nudmght” 

ThCTe was something irregular about the proposition 
and I recognized that fact immediately by the inflection 
m Sweeper’s voice. 

“Somethmg smells,” I observed- 

“Sheep, no doubt,” Andrew chimed in, tummg iqi 
unexpectedly, as was his custom, particularly in Broois- 
lava's kitchen. “They always do, you know.” 

“Sweeper,” I said severely, “you do rranember that the 
Ckimmand strictly forbade us to requisitum food, don’t 
you? The order sjpecifies the only ones who have a ri^t 
to cany out this sort of requisition; Qucte^, ^he repre- 
sentative of the Quartermaster or the Security CcKps, if 
it is deemed that die supplies of food or any odier artkjbs 
of first need are found in excessive quantity in private 
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hands No army mut, no officer or soldier, is permitted 
to confiscate, requisition or otiberwise take any private 
property vvhatsoe\er, under the penalty of court martial’ 
Unquote. You do know this order. Sweeper, don't you'^” 
They can go to hell with then stupid orders,” Sweeper 
snorted “If I know where there is a surplus of food, if 
I know that my boys are hungry, if I know that they need 
e\ery ounce of strength for what's ahead of them, then 
I know the right thmg to do. And now let's go. And, by 
the way, Anen, are you coming with us for the sheep'*” 
“Of course,” I answered 

Five of us ivent— Scholar, Sweeper, Andrew, Marek 
and L We went up Topiel Street, among the dancing fires 
of the houses bummg all around us. The street was 
littered with debris It was hardest to pass by No. 19, 
where a huge mound of wreckage from the house which 
once stood 3iere now blocked the way. We had to climb 
over the pile to get througL I was almost on top of the 
mound when an explosion from withm shot a fountam of 
bricks up mto the air nght near me and sent me rollmg 
down the other side. I got up promptly. Except for some 
scratches and an ugly gash on my nght tmgh, I wsa 
unharmed. My coat was tom. 

"You’re hmky,” Sweeper whistled. That’s how people 
usually find themselves minus a leg or a head, you know ” 
We passed a patrol from the power station. 

“How axe thin gs?” Sweeper asked 
"We're still there,” was file answer “But they make it 
hot for us, aH nght. Bight good huntmg they’re havmg” 
“And you?” I asked. 

“Barkmg back, as best we can. Too bad we can’t do it 
like we know how. The four of us thought we could go 
for a httle swim and blow up the Eirauts on the nver. But 
we haveu’t got anythmg except matches ” 

Thinking they must be refemng to some new home- 
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made weapon when they spoke of matches, I inquired 
what It was. 

“Matches,” they said “Honest-to-goodness matches We 
found over a hundred cases of them when we seized the 
power station. That sure is one thmg we have plenty' cS 
at our post” 

“How long can you hold on?” Sweeper asked 

“Well, it depends, of course Now if they just use 
machme guns and hght cahber guns, we can stay a long 
time But if they keep up what they have been sending us 
these last days from the Poniatowsla Bndge, there’s not 
much we can do The heawest cannon are over there 
If they keep that up,” and the man waved his hand 
\aguefy, “then we are dead ducks.” 

Sweeper led us to a closed gate At this mysterious 
place he stopped and, pressing his mouth against a small 
hole in the gate, he hissed the password. A swaying black 
shadow moved forward from the dep&s of the big court- 
yard 

“Who’s that?” a man’s hoarse voice asked. 

“Lieutenant Seoimdrel,” Sweeper replied 

I burst out laughing but he nudged me to slop, and I 
put a hand over my mouth. The man threw the keys over 
the gate to us. Sweeper caught them nimbly and struggled 
with the rusty lock for a long while. At last it gave in 
and w'e walked into the court. The man led us to a cow 
shed and opened its door. Sweeper entered Bret. I fol- 
lowed right after him. The warm smeQ of the shed ticlded 
my nostrils Sweeper lighted the intenor with his small 
flashhght. I made out the lines of an enormous diadow, 
and heard it groan. 

“You’ve got a cow here, too?” Swee]^ asked casuaHy 

“She’s with calf,” the man answered “^he gives a bit 
of milk, and they are takmg it every day for some child ” 

Sweeper mumbled something And turned away. W’e 
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cotild not take the cow Then he turned toward a large 
and e\Tl-sinelhng black sheep I moved away and sat 
down on a pile of junk in the comer of the shed The 
boys were argumg as to which one of them should 
butcher the sheep. None of them wanted to do it To me 
it seemed ridiculous to be so squeamish about a sheep 
when every one of them was entitled to several notches 
on his gun for the number of Germans he had lolled 
Suddenly, a dead rooster fell m my lap. 

“Hold on to it, will you^” came from Sweeper. 

Finally they butchered tibe sheep The sm^ matter of 
signing a requisition receipt then came up Sweeper was 
unperturbed, I watched over his shoulder as he was 
scrawling this note “I have received one sheep for my 
unit hiy boys are himgry and there is heavy fighting 
ahead of us.” He signed it “Lieutenant Scoundrel of 
the Fools’ Unit.” 

“A schoolboy’s prank. Sweeper,” I remarked disdain- 
fully 

“What are you talking about^” He looked at me in 
innocent amazement “It’s all in order, isn’t it?” 

In the glow of the fires we returned to our post, bring- 
ing die butchered sheep with us. 

Barbarfca was on my mind. Even if no orders had been 
received so far to evacuate the civilians from our sector, 
I was anxKms to send Barbarka off to the center of the 
city. I had tried to talk to her about it, but she would not 
he» (ff leaving me behmd, 

“When you go, 111 go, too. Mummy,” die would say 

“But I cannot leaver Barbarka,” I answeared desperately 

“I laww jtm cannot Let’s stay here, then.” 

But I CQiild iKrt Irt her stay with me any longer. Fire 
was devounng one Imuse after ancriher around us It was 
a mhacie that our house was still standmg in spite of all 
the damt^e ft had suffered. Though we went on breath- 
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mg and living somehow, we all knew' that our da\s were 
numbered. 

Reports reached us that streams of emlians and large 
units of the army were movmg southward, blockmg the 
available roads, waitmg hours and even davs at the barn- 
cade on Sikorski Avenue Conditions were quieter m the 
south of Warsaw, and vvaitmg at the “bloodiest barricade” 
on Sikorsld Avenue did not seem as bad as crouching m 
cellars of crumbhng houses m constant danger of bemg 
buned alive 

September 2nd came in clouds of smoke, and we were 
compelled to spend the greater part of the dav m the 
shelters. Still the evacuation orders for the cmhan pop- 
ulation in our district had not been issued Many of the 
cellars were half filled with earth and bncks. Now and 
then a stray shell would find its way even into a shelter 
In our own basement such a shefl was staDed in its course 
by a pile of sand put up against the window for 
protection. 

About noon the German bombar<inent quieted down 
a little and I went out to see what was happening in 
Gods good world. The sight was miserable, the Red Cross 
station even more so. Shell splinters were lodged m the 
furniture, and I tried to pull out a few pieces which were 
still hot. Then I packed some bandages and medicines in 
a hat bar to take down to Zofia in the cellar. As far as 
one could see from here our position at the comer of 
Obozna Street was unchanged. I saw our soldiers lying 
m the ^den, their guns in hand, and Nalecz standmg 
by his “catapult.” Two more boys, forming his crew, were 
lying alongside a row of small ^tdes of exjdcksives, ready 
to be “fibred.” On the barricade there wotb eleven of our 
men. Two others stood in the ^teway of No. 18 T(^id 
Street; that meant that our cmitact with Sergeant Ptrt- 
kowskfs madiine-gun n«t beyond was still beiog 
maintained. 
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Lieutenant Pobog came down from Command 2/4, 
from Tamka Street I greeted frnn eagerly, hopmg that 
he was brmgmg e\ acuation orders for civilians. But Pobog 
shook his head m the negative. 

“There is no place m the entire city to which we could 
evacuate the civihans from here,” he said. “AH the roads 
to the center of the city are blocked by troop movemente. 
Remforcements are bemg sent to the Czeniiakow sector, 
where the German attacks have grown violent. On 
Krakowskie Przedmiescie there is heavy fightmg, too, 
nght above the Holy Cross Church The Germans 
brought their tanks into action there, herding before 
them as a shield the civilians they had rounded up in 
Bednarska Street” 

I went to the cellar where Zofia was resting on her 
mattress. She had not noticed my approach. Her eyes 
were wide open, and qmet tears were streaming down 
her face. Except for these tears, there were no traces of 
emotion or despair on her face. As soon as she became 
aware of my arrival, she sat up and fumbled for her shoes 

“Are there any new wounded?” she asked. 

"No But fiiere is bad news. Well either have to with- 
draw from here or else 

"WeD, Tm not going anywhere,” Zofia said steadily. 
"My mother is old and ill; ^e cannot walk, and I cannot 
possibly leave her aloim.” 

"What do you plan to do theu? You surely could not 
let your mother go to Pruszkow Gamp. She would never 
survive there. And if you remain here when it s all over, 
you wiU both frJl into German hands.” 

Zofia silent for a kmg minute. Thai she looked 
around the crowded cellar, whkdi resembled a red-brick 
toadk. A few tiny candles were burning in some coiners. 
Beyond their small fiame^ the odlar was a majis of davk 
shadows of people littering the fkxv. 

Zofia IooIdm at the inhalrftants the stuffy cesQar. Thm 
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she turned to me, and I saw she had teare m her eves 
again. 

“And these^” she asked "WTiatTI happen to them?” 

I did not know what to answer Of what avail was it 
to curse the silence across the Vistula, the silence of 
So\Tet guns and planes^ Fury had long smce given wav 
to despair, 

A woman crawled over to Zofia s mattress, and with 
anguished ej^es searched her face 

“It s the httle one,” she said “Won’t you look at her^ 
She moans in her sleep so badly.” 

On ihe 7th of August that woman had given birth to 
tw’ins One child had died shordy afterwards. The other 
still lived. The woman’s husband was away with the 
Home Army, fightmg in some other sector. She had had 
no news from him, but she was very brave and never 
before had I heard her complain about anything Her 
face now showed the utmost strain and exhausfTon. It 
was clear that she could not hold out much longer 

The baby was not ill. She had no temperature. 

“Why don’t you take the little one and go to the 
Fehcian Sisters at Drewniana Street?” I suggested 

The woman looked at me, horrified 

“To the Felician Sisters?” she repeated “But their 
building has been badly damaged by bombs. It won’t 
last long under further bombarinent.” 

“And this house here?” I asked, tiymg not to sound 
pamcky. 

“I guess you’re nght,” answered the woman, droppmg 
her head. “I’fl go.” 

We took her to Drewniana Street, carrying her baby 
and her smtcases. Zofia, who was in the good graces rrf 
the nuns, led the way, for every mormng at five-thirty 
she went to their chapel to attend Holy Mass. ’Ib^ 
looked a bit askance at me, because they had never seen 
me with Zofia, but my record with the good nuns was 
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also not entirely black, for I had twice carried a package 
from the Sister Superior to her nephew in the southern 
part of the city during my tnps there. 

We waited m the hall while a young nun went for the 
Sister Superior. The baby w’ailed loudly, and the mother 
ga\e it her breast The wailmg ceased immediately. 

The Sister Superior welcomed us cordially. 

“It’s very crowded here, very crowded But well 
manage somehow, won’t we^” She smiled at the tmy 
mfant noisily suckmg at her mother’s breast “If you have 
any other people you would like to send to us, just brmg 
them over. Well manage ” 

Five more tunes Zofia and I climbed through the rums 
of No. 19, and plowed through the httered streets, bring- 
mg other totafly helpless cases over and commendmg 
them to the lovmg care of the Felician Sisteas. 

Two more things had to be done that day. The dressmg 
station had to be transferred from my es-tobacco store to 
the cellar, and I had to make up a bundle for Barbarka 
befme sending her away. 

There wrare nine beds m the cellar of our house where 
I had decided to set up the dressing station. I had to 
awaken the occupants and tell them to find new quarters 
m tlffi Laundry and in another cellar near by as we needed 
the iO(Hn for expected casualties. Hiey left the cellar one 
by one, taking their bundles widi them, others 
living them stowed imder the beds. No one grumbled 
or uttered a bitter word. 

I arranged the arts so that it would be easy to reach all 

them. I pul two tables, one large and one small, against 
the waD, another behind the big chimney, in a place 
I ooDsideTed safest, all our sanitary siqiplies I laid out 
MI this thud table Hien I prepared my owm kit and 
cfaedced its cMitents csrefolly. Lookmg around tlm new 
dressa^ staticm, I sighed with satisfaction It was much 
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better down here than above, much safer now. Also, this 
was our last ditch. Here we will remain, too . . . u^ess, 
well, unless they ordered us to retreat, but that seemed 
unlikely. 

To pack Barbarkas thmgs was not easy. I made a roll 
of tw’o light blankets mto which I had put a dress, some 
underthmgs, a couple of towels and handkerchiefs, I was 
aware that this was a fateful moment, and mv heart 
pounded, but my e\ es were dry Tears are such a nuisance 
when one has to worry about so manv details Warm 
underclothes? ... Yes, she will need them A coat, too, 
and money. All I had in currency was the small sum of 
five hundred zlotys. The r^t of my funds had been 
mvested in cigarettes, and my whole stock had long since 
been smoked away by the boys. And yet the diild had to 
have some money with her. There was roy jewelry, but 
I rejected the thought instantly. If the Germans caught 
her with a jewelry boac, they would beat her mercilessly. 
My mind traveled to tihe American ten-dollar gold piece 
that I owned Just before the outbreak of the Uprising 
this was worth about fourteen thousand zlotys. But to 
give Barbarka the gold in foreign corns would be even 
more dangerous than jewelry. In a way, it would also 
prove harder to dispose of, in view of the severe penalties 
the Germans imposed for the crime of either possessing 
or deahng in foreign currency. As I was pullmg tight the 
straps on her bundle 1 decide to give Barbarka a nng 
and all the zlotys I had. As for my small box erf jewelry, 
I hid it behind a loose brick in the chimney 

“Anail Aneril* sonmone ^uted from upstaus. 

"What is it?" 

“Sweep®' is calling you." 

“AB ri^L Coming. Just a second." 

I brus^d my overalls and wiped the black coal dust 
from my face. I fwind Sweeper in his room, at the po^ 
His knitted bmvs bespoke wony. 
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“The situation is anything but funny,” he said matter- 
of-factly. “They promised to send us two more Piats, 
picked up after the last Alhed planes flew over mid-city. 
They also promised qmte a lot of ammumtion and some 
German hand grenades We are to have as many as three 
hundred men all around here, in this hne of defense 
Pobog told me the reinforcemmits they are sendmg here 
are not too tired ” 

I listened, without askmg any questions We had known 
it was commg ever smce August 31st, when we had begun 
to evacuate 3ie Old Town. No one expected Soviet help 
any more. We knew now that it would never come, and 
we dismissed all false hopes from our mmds. 

“Is that all, Swe^ieri^” 

"Well, no There’s one more thing I wanted to tell you, 
Aneri Don’t leave the post for the next few days, no 
matter whether they need you or not at those other 
places. You will be needed here most of all.” 

"Yes, sir.” 

“Have a drink?” Sweeper’s voice was no longer formal 

"What do you have?” 

“Good vodka. Cooled, It has been buried m the cellar ” 

“AD right. Pour it out” 

We drained our glasses in silence. Then, as I was about 
to leave. Sweeper remembered one more thin g. 

"By the way, Aneri,” he said, “if you want to make a 
round of your posts today, why, I think you can still do 
ft. But don’t dawdle while you’re at it.” 

What I saw on my last round that day was ominous 
There used to be five nurses assigned to Ae Tamka post, 
housed m a once-beautifui apartment buildmg I arrived 
there to find a huge hole in the wall and only two girls 
busy reineving from the debris dressings, hypodermic 
needles and small botdes of medical supphes, all of them, 
unfortunately, broken. The two girls at the post, Yoanna 
and Marguerite were both seventeen-year-olds, and I saw 



THE CALL OF HUNGER 


169 


right away that Yoanna had been wounded in her left 
arm 

“WTiat happened?” I asked, “Are you gomg to move 
pianos through that wafli^ Did the Germans attack the 
post?” 

“No, it was a caimon shell from the Vistula ” 

“And the other girls'^ Where are the other three?” 

“Two are wifh the Ursulme Sisters, in the hospital.” 

“Wounded'^ Badly?” 

“Well, rather But not critically, thank God ” 

“And the third one?” 

“Halinka went home today, on a two-hour pass, to see 
her mother who is sick She . . . They killed her as she was 
crossing the street.” 

Halinka, too, was seventeen, I thought, and already she 
was dead. Only two youngsters were now left to hold 
the post and care for dozens of wounded. And am o£ the 
two was wounded herself. 

It was difficult to return to the station after my round 
had been completed I tried to dodge the shells and thOT 
fragments. Then I saw German planes coming over again, 
and ran back to the post Running, I calculated that my 
house was the fifth from Tamka Street, and perhaps they 
would bomb them in order. Three bombs fell on our 
street just then: one in the courtyard of No 18, ^ 
second, on the ruins of what had b^ No. 16, the third, 
right near our Red Cross station, whose door was blown 
off its hinges. Fortunately, as far as I could see, there 
were no losses in human livra. 

At the station Madame Bronislava besieged Sweeper 
and me with pleas for some food for our field kit chen . 
Her entreaties, alas, were all too famihar to us. 

“Why must you pester a decent mans life?” SweMcr 
put his hands up to his ears, {notesling that he i^ronted to 
Wr no more about it “I can’t come dovm here from the 
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post for one moment without jour hecklmg the Me out 
of me. You got a sheep jesterday, didn’t you'*” 

Madame Broniskva said meeldy. 

“Did the boys get it, too?” 

“They’ve already eaten it all. Only some bones are left ” 

“VVeU, what more do you want?” At this pomt he ran 
out of argument and looked at me appealmgly for 
assistance. 

“After such a luxurious meal,” I rushed to his help, “the 
human organism should relax a bit, you know. Give them 
plenty of coffee, it will be good for . . . hm.” Here I got 
stuck, too. I knew that Mad^e Bronislava still had feirly 
large supplies of EnrCOf the ersatz coffee we had been 
drimdng. But I could see that she seemed skeptical about 
my suggestions. Takmg quick stock of her vegetable situa- 
tion, «ie sighed and announced “I’ll make a red beet 
soiq) with Siose bones for tomorrow, I guess. But that 
is really all we have.” 

"Well, you see, once you put your mind to something 
it always works out in the end,” Sweeper sent her away 
in his most ingratiating fashion. “I knew you could solve 
die |aoMem without nm.” 

"Horses! Horses!” I heard shouts soon afterwards from 
die other side of Topiel Street, closer to the University 
grounds. There was a rush in that direction. 

No on© knew where they had come from, but when I 
saw the horses, crazed widi fear, rearmg, stamping and 
snorting in the vegetable gardens, not far from the 
Universily wall, all I could think of was: meat These 
must have been German hors«;, perhaps runaways from 
Police HeadqiKutes, for we h^ none. They were well 
fed and well l©pt 

^le shot was fired, and a bay horse fell heavily, his 
qpwrtiag bk»d throwing the others into a panic. Sweeper 
was at the back door of his post, fidid ^sses in 
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Rola, wili a gun, stood close to him It was Rola who 
had shot the horse 

“Well have to wait for mghtfall to get him," Sweeper 
said. 

“But we can’t,” Rola protested “The Germans will be 
waitmg for the mght, too. We must get that horse now.” 

“But the Germans saw you shoot it, Rola. Don’t be a 
fool! They are just gettmg ready for you to come out 
there for that carcass.” 

“Give me two boys. We’ll make it, all right” 

“As you wish Take any two I’ll keep you well covered 
myself,” Sweeper shrugged his shoulders. 

Bursting with the go^ news and with the excitement 
of the hunt, I ran down to the cellar to tell Zofia all about 
it She was preparing dressmgs, quietly and unassumingly 
as usual. The dr^smgs, she knew, mi^t be needed any 
moment Zofia never forgot that 

I dashed back to watch Rola and die other two boys 
crawl up the undefended slope to secure die horse meat 
if the Germans noticed them, all of Sweeper’s protectkm 
would prove useless. They were sure to get killed. I 
clenched my fists hard, so hard that I felt my rough nails 
cut deep into my palm. With smarting eyes I watched 
them ctawhng up and up, cautiously, sinuously, yet 
qmcHy. Good Lord— they were there already! Now I 
could see then heads above the hi^ gra^ And now they 
had to tie ropes around the horse’s ro^ and do it firmly 
so they would not break cm: shde off during the hasty 
retreat They began to drag it slowly at first, then a litde 
cpiicker, down the dqpe! German shots rang out in a 
volley. The dead horse swayed on its side, then shd down 
abruptly. There was silence and quiet fca: a whife. No one 
moved. I could not see Rola or eitho: of tlte boys, but 
by and by I saw the carcass being moved again. New 
firom the Germanh^ Univeraty fdkw^ in its 



172 


SHJEXT IS THE VISTULA 


trail But the horse ghded on and on, until the boys were 
within the last few yards of safety, until they crouched 
finally in the protectmg shadow of the janitor s small 
house 

Rola wiped the sw’eat off his face. 

“We were . . . damn lucky,” he stammered happily. 

The other two boys dragged the horse still farther, to 
the small garden behind the Red Cross station Sweeper 
slapped Rola on the back resoundmgly The other boys at 
the post raised their guns in bodi hands above their 
heads, and executed a ^d dance around a kitchen stool 

“Wait till I tell Madame Bronislava ” Sweeper wmked 
at roe. I trailed behind as he smoothed out his uniform 
Puttmg on a benevolent expression, he finally strutted 
down to the field btchen. 

“You got a sheep yesterday, madame?” he asked 
politely 

Bronislava s dark eyes scanned his face carefully. She 
obviously knew nothmg of the horse and, anticipatmg 
some teasing, she shrugged her shoulders 

“So what?” she said t^y. “It s aH gone, as I told you ” 

“Tranorrow, if you please, you’ll serve the boys nice, 
juicy steaks,” Sweeper m-dereA 

Bnmiskva waved the kitchen smoke away from her 
face and looked at Sweeper as if he were mad. Then she 
turned to me, but she did not derive any moral support 
from my beaming countenance We could not stand the 
suspense any longer. I grabbed Bronislava s left hand, 
Sweeper took her liy the ri^t, and we draped her out- 
side. 

“A horse!” she screamed. “Oh, my dearest! A whole 
horsel” and she burst out crying. 

Tbat evraiing I took Barbarka to spend the night in 
the bsAroom, whkdi seemed the safest place in the whole 
house. I spread a thm mattress and a blanket on the floor 
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between the wall and the bathtub, and, to ^ve her 
courage, brought ^ytek, our cat, to keep her co^lpan^ 
Then I sewed up in the seams of my warm dress, which 
I kept handy for an emergency that might require a quick 
change back to civilian clothes, the ten-doUar gold piece 
once brought “for good luck” from a tnp abroad. 

Around midnight small groups of soldiers and luison 
girls passed through the station on the way to their 
assigned posts Every group would tarr\' long enough to 
say good-bye. ' * 

“At least for tw'enty-four hours,” Myszka said 

“More probably forever,” a man s voice corrected 

“You’re always crowing like a raven. What’s the matter 
with you, anyway, Yanek?” 

“I’d rather give it to them than take it.” 

“Anyone tefling you not toi^” 

‘T mean: attack I hate waiting for them to come and 
get us. It’s always better to spring at their tfiroafe when 
least expected. You can loll a man stronger than yourself 
that way.” 

"Well, there’s no use talking about it now. We gert our 
orders. Good-bye, Aneri” 

“Good luck. God be with you.” 

Finally, they had all passed into the night, and darkness 
closed behind then noiseless steps the way water closes 
after a diver. It was a hostile darkness, and I shivered 
when I saw a squat silhouette groping across the twn-up 
threshold and the debris of the broken door. 

“Who’ s there^” I called sharply. 

“The tower,” a man’s voice answered with the password 
of the day, and I relaxed. “Aneri?” the man asked. 

“Come in,” I said curtly, motioning him acros the pile 
of ruins. 

“I have a letter for you from Colonel Matylda," he said, 
handing me a folded sheet of paper. I sat down on the 
floor and, by the small hght of a tmy candle, which went 
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under the name of “sabbath-candle ” began to read 
Matyldas small, orderly handwntmg 

“Dear Lieutenant, my very dear Aneri! I trust that 
eveiythmg is still well m your sector and at your post 
Here it seems as if aU the cannon man had ever built 
on this good earlb were roarmg. But that matters nought 
TeD Mrs Yadviga Z that her daughter Magda has been 
sbghdy wound^ She is all nght, though, and is now 
with her father 

“Hold on, my dear. You know, it s incredible, but I 
still find myself beheving. 

“An order has been issued permittmg a change to 
civilian clothes should you find yourselves in a hopeless 
situabon. Then, go back into the Underground. 

"Powisle must follow the Old Town. There is no other 
way, Tm afraid. In the last moment we will probably 
change our quarters, too Keep well and wear nicely your 
Cross of Valor.” With her signature went her full mihtary 
rank in the Home Army, 

Beneath these half-cheering, half-hopeless words there 
was a postscript scribbled in a very fine hand. I had to 
bring it very close to my eyes to read: 

My dau^ter died in action this morning. She joined 
her husband. They gave her the Virtutt MUitarC (Our 
hipest order.) 

I looked for more. Not a tear had blotted flie letter. 
There was not another word about the deaths of h« 
dai^hter or her son-in-law, or the six-year-old son they 
had left behind. Such was Colonel Malyida. 



CHAPTER 


SEPTEMBER THIRD 


Ejverything was quiet and serene in the 
hour before davm, but down in the shelters people were 
already awaking The seepage of water in the cellars had 
made their habitation mcreasmgly unbearable It flowed 
down from Tamka Street and streamed out of the ruin', 
of the house at No 19 Topiel Street Some tried to pump 
the water out or to bail it out with buckets, but toall\ 
they gave up Planks were then knocked together into 
primitive rafts. Jumping from raft: to raft, one could go 
finm one end of a cellar to the other, and move frorr 
shelter to shelter. 

I had never imagined that human beings could be as 
wretched as the civilians in Warsaw in this secoaid month 
of the Uprising. The faces of the women were dreadful 
to look at, and the children were sicldy and hungry 
Many cried all the time. Others played in the filthy water 
flooding their shelters. 

At night the post changed from a front-line position 
mto a munitions factory. I now found the boys admiring 
their latest handiwtnrk: a row of brand-new hand 
grenades, frshioned out of black stockings. I had seen 
them at work, sitting in a circle, cardhilly measurmg the 
amount of emlosive to be poured into Ihnp stockings cw 
making pecuUar pins for these grenades. Others would 
pour the expletive mixture into Ixittles and code them, 
while their comrades wcHild attach the fuses. 

Sweeper had been wounded sli^tly in the leg while 
on the observation post. Stefan, the lookout, was also 
wnmnded He was the secsind ofeservar within a wedc 
to be knocked cnit. I took Stefan down to dressmg 
station. He cursed loudly and minced no words in ex- 



176 


SILENT IS THE MSTULA 


pressing his feelings about the Germans. His main resent- 
ment seemed to be against the fact that the Ge rman; 
were decimatmg our ranks when we needed men so 
badly. Zofia dressed his wound and I offered to help hini 
to the hospital But the boy protested vehemently. 

‘Ill go by m\self "WTiat do you take me for? A sissy^” 
He staggered, and I steadied him with my arm just in 
tmie. I went with him up Topiel Street and across the 
pile of debris at No. 19 He held out for a couple of 
blocks. At Cicha Street he famted I ran to fetch some 
help. At Command 2/4 they gave me a man and a 
stretcher. They had their hands full themselves, for a 
shell had just burst m their quarters, wotmding three 
men and causmg senous damage 
We left Stefan at the hospital. On the way back, a new 
ejqilosion flung us down, and I woke up partly buried in 
a pile of sand that had been dug out an hour or so before 
for a grave. Next to me lay five mangled bodies of civil- 
ians who had been killed on Copernicus Street and were 
here awaiting bunal A soldier helped me up. 

“What’s your hurry, sister^ Not yet,” he warned, eyeing 
meanmgfully the fresh grave 
The soldfer assigned to me from Command 2/4 sat a 
few steps away, rubbing his head with one hand, holdhig 
onto the stretcher with the other The stretcher was not 
destroyed, thank God I thought that the man’s injuries 
and my own bad bruises were not as important as the 
fact that the stretcher was still good. We had so few 
stretchers. Or was it that we had so many wounded? 

Tc^edier with my companion I returned to Command 
2/4. The tiiree wwmded men there had already been 
removed to the hospital on Smuhkowski Street Holding 
tight his throbbing temples and squintiag with his tired 
eyes, Lientenant Pobog toM me there was so mimh 
batdwied human flesh at that hospital that there was 
iwt eoon^ romn even on the floors in the wards and 
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corridors for the mcoming casualties and that people had 
to be laid on top of one another awaiting their turns 
“Lieutenant Pobog, please, give orders for the dvilians 
to leave,” I begged hun. “They can’t stay here It’s a 
slaughterhouse. They don t ha\ e to die. Thev are not in 
the Home Army, after all.” 

Pobog passed his hand over his forehead in a wearv 
desperate gesture. It was particularly poignant cominc 
from such a qmet, unhurried person as Pobog 
“I can’t issue evacuation orders, Aneri,” he answered 
“But you can tell people to leave, you can advise them 
pnvately to do so. For that you have my blessing People 
have confidence in you, you know. They might follow 
your advice.” 

This untied my hands. I started on a pilgrimage from 
one cellar to another to tell people to leave, to go to the 
south of Warsaw, anywhere but here. I began with No. 9 
Zajecaa Street, where Lrena hved, that same Irena who 
had been mamed to a Jew and sufFered five kmg years 
of agony for it She deserved a break. But she looked at 
me incredulously when I poured forth my good advice 
“You really advise me to leave everything behind? To 
start once more for some unknown destination'^ I have 
no strength left to lose everythmg for the third time m 
tiiis war. Don’t coax me, Aneri I won’t move frtHn this 
place, even if I am going to perish here.” 

Everywhere I went with my advice, people kioksd at 
me hoiked and refused to leave thmr abodes. Tn.«rf^»d of 
hewing die miserable folks, I was makmg than realize 
the utter hopelessness of their situation. 

*1 don’t care any more,” an asheurhiced woman, with 
all life drained out of hear, told me. “X can’t go era this 
way. Let it come, whatever it be, brat let it end quiddy ” 

A smlden burst of particskrty violent fire cau^t me 
at the emner of Drewnkna and To|^l Streets I 
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crouched close to a wall, waitmg for the fire to quiet 
down I could see shells striking my house and tearing 
down the walls of our former Red Cross station The 
immaculate flag Mrs Anleg had sewn for us from the 
nvo British parachutes was still fl}Tng over the ruins. 

Then planes appeared I hugged the bricks strewn on 
rhe street, and buned my head m my arms My eyes were 
glued to the planes, “Good Lord,” I prayed, “Barbarka 
IS in the house.” They circled a few times, and then dived 
down. For a fraction of a second I closed my eyes, unable 
to stand the suspense Quickly I looked again. A shower 
of white leaflets filled the air, gleaming in the sun. From 
afl sides people emerged to pick them up 

“ULTBVfATUMf^l” read the screaming headline in 
heavy type over the small leaflet “The Old Town has 
surrendered The Germans are not waging war on civil- 
ians Display your good judgment and sound reason, and 
surrender. Have no illusions; You toM not get any help. 
You are betrayed, as you’ve been betrayed before. Leave 
your houses. Go westward. The Germans will receive you 
well, ^ve you bread and worl^ and assure you of good 
care. If you rej^ this offer now, the Germans will wait 
no more and will proceed to destroy both the city and 
the population. No cme will be saved ” 

The leaflet was sigimd by tibe “Polish Committee to 
Hdp the Refugees,” and it b<M:e the round seal of the 
Ptflish Red Cross. 

It was not the first tune that the Germans had dropped 
on us feafiets calling for surrender, couched in terms 
either of entreaties or threats, and allegedly signed by 
some Pdi^ Mganization. Ever since die first days of the 
UprisEDg when they had Innoadcast a countrafeit tader of 
they tempted our exhausted and despairn^ 
peo^ wflh the dean beds and good food at the ftnsz- 
■ anf Ca ay. The latest ultimatum of September 3rd was 
received eveiybotfy wffh a dirog of the shoulders. 
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We did not have to wait long for the bombers They 
came one hour after the leaflets, and turned a number of 
houses on Zajecza, Leszczsynska and Dobra Streets upside 
down, as if they had been paper boxes. 

I contmued my rounds of the cellars Instead of advis- 
mg, I pleaded with and begged civilians to Wve. But 
they were still reluctant 

Mrs Kempfi, the sweet Mrs Kempfi, who used to sneak 
mto the station brmgmg some tea or some good syrup 
for the boys, who had once brought me as a special gift 
a plateful of dehcious salad with real mayonnaise, now 
came up to me 

“And what are you going to do, Aneri?” she asked, 

“The Army orders are to stay here.” 

She made a gesture of protet I hastened to repeat: 
"You must leave and take your two girls with you, Mrs. 
Kempfi. You must go. Please go at once." 

“But you are staying behind," site argued. And she 
looked at me— it was hard to believe-wim a smila. “ffl 
stay, too,” she announced. “Perhajs we can still be of 
help, I or my children.” 

I burst out crying and, after kissing her on the cheek, 
made a dash f(nr the next house 

In the cellar of No. 23, 1 at last found some wcanen who 
had decided to leave with their children. They asked us 
to gmde them to the center of the city. Three of us went 
wiih them; Barbara W,, the young nurse wim had taken 
the place of the wounded Aniela, a soldier and myself. 
The women wrot on the \ray out Unmindftil of the 
bullets and shells whizzing by, they looked back imcm 
our wrecked block as if they were leaving stanemae dear 
behind at an eternal restmg place. 

One of the women had been a temh^ in a public 
school before the war. Her small boy, Bicfaard, who was 
with her, was crying. The woman shodk him by the 
shoulder rather sharply. She looked back and made her 
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son look, too, at the rums and flames they were leaving 
behind. 

“Look and remember, Richard,” she admonished him 
through clenched teetL Her eyes were ablaze with hate, 
her mouth distorted from pain. “Look and remember, my 
son. One day you will take vengeance for all this ” 

The three of us were on the way back from the bar- 
ricade at Nowy Swiat Street, where we had delivered the 
group of women and children, when an explosion threw 
us to the ground. After we had pulled ourselves together, 
we found that both Barbara W. and I had come off easily, 
with scratches and bruises only. But the soldier who had 
accompanied us was dead. He had been tom in half by 
the blast 

Barbara W. remained at Command 2/4. I returned to 
our post I found Zofia at the station, at work, as usual. 
She was dressing the foot of a middle-aged, dumpy 
woman, who had been hit by a flying bnck. The woman 
was not badly hurt but she had been suffering from an 
acute stomach ailment for several weeks, and this was 
the last straw. She sat on the stool, with Zofia kneeling 
at her feet, and rocked back and forth monotonously, 
wailing and whimpermg* “Oh, dear Jesus, why did you 
let me live so long? You must Icathe me not to let me die.” 

1 

During a riotous perfeHmance (rf German cannon and 
bombers, a courier from Dobra Street came to our port 
He reported that hand-to-hand fighting was gomg on 
there, that our men were badly in need of relief and that 
they had no nurses. 

“What do you mean ‘no nurera?” I asked. ‘Ton have 
four of them at that post, and I saw them at work mysdf 
onfy yerterday.” 

*We had four,” the messenger corrected me. “Now we 
have aaaly one left, and she is wounded, too.” 

“/eW Uma! What happened?” 
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“Two of them were badly wounded. We took them to 
the hospital on Smuhkowsb Street. In all probab^fy 
they won’t come out of it ahve. One hes in our courtvard. 
We have had no tune to bury her yet. The fourth one, 1 
told you, IS still on duty, but she is wounded, too ” 

The man was tellmg me all this in a quiet \oice. with- 
out a trace of pathos He was covered with blood, but 
did not seem to pay any attention to it. Some people 
acqiure immunity to pain after their souls b^me 
saturated with suffermg 

“Are you woimded’” I asked. 

The man shrugged his shoulders, and answered indiff- 
erently: “I don’t know Nothing seems to hurt me, 
though. You may look if you wish.” 

I wiped the blood and the grime off him and examined 
him cautiously. But the man was not wounded. The 
blood was not his. He was mily dead tired. He had nc^ 
slept for thirty hours, had not Iain down to rest in all 
that time. His hands were swolkai feom hurling botdes <rf 
explosives at German tanks. 

“I destroyed two of diem,” he said. But his voice was 
still colmle^ even when he ^wke of his hard-won 
victory. 

A dozen bo)^ with one British Piat and four nurses— 
three from Command 2/4 and myself— went to rdheve 
our post at Dobra Street. It had been attacked frcmi more 
than one side by German infantry. They came close bat 
dared not venture, for fear of mines, b^ond the magic 
circle of the flat cans strewn in the street This saved the 
post at Dobra Street, for the day at least The barricadb 
there was strong and well built. But the boys had no 
more strength left and were droppmg from sheer ednras- 
tion Two of them were severely wounded, and we took 
thftnfi to the hospital hnmediatdly. We had long ceased 
paying any attention to slight wounds lequinng a hasty 
dressing. I left the three nurses a»d the relief unit with 
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the Kat at Dobra Street, and went back to Sweepers 
post 

I timed my return perfectly. A shell had exploded in 
the hallway, a couple of feet beyond the threshold, and 
set the post afire Other shells followed on the heels of 
the first Ihrough a shower of plaster, bricks and big 
splmters of w(m from smashed window frames and 
doors, I saw a few men and Zofia trying to quell the 
flames with some heavy toweling and bluets. 

They smothered the fire. All broken up, I sank on die 
stairs in the vestibule. 2k)fia came to me and embraced 
me softly. She whispered words of endearment and en- 
couragement into my ears. I looked up at her with envy, 
almost with resentment, that she should still be so 
collected, so brave and so calm, when I was on the point 
of breaking down. But she thought it was perfectly 
natural for her to lead me downstairs, to the cellar, and 
usher me toward a bed Heavily I sat down on the bed, 
and landed on a pair of feet. A woman was sound asleep 
in the midst of all that hell ragmg above us. 

“Aneri!” It was Sweeper’s voice callin g 

‘tkMning,* I responded unenthusiastically. "What is it. 
Sweeper? New wounded?" 

"Na New carders.” 

He told me what I had already learned from Colonel 
Matyida’s letter, drat we were to defend the post to the 
last and, when farced to leave, we were to do so in civilian 
c^fhes. 

"You are a blockhead, if I ever saw one,” I snapped 
irritaWy. "Hunk of dragging me iqpstaics for an order I 
Imew aheadyl” 

Sweeper looked ccmtrite and I felt ashamed of m 3 ?sdl^ 
not the first and not die last time in those days. 

Our post at that moment was held by some sixty b<^. 
Hie piuimsed remforoements of three hundred men, with 
IKids and ammunition, had so far failed to materialize. X 
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studied our sentries and looked at those resting in the 
cellars, and arrived in my mmd at the great decision. Hie 
furious shelhng ceased by five o’clock m the afternoon, 
and I knew suddenly that this was the last hour, that I 
could wait no longer Barbarka had to leave the post 

I dressed the child in a warm dress and had her put on 
her green woolen coat It was still good, though it was 
eight years old and had been altered many times. I cried 
as I collected her thmgs with trembling hands, all the 
while beggmg Barbarka not to cry. 

“Here, take my fur coat wnth you, too,” I said. 

Barbarka protested tearfully. 

“You have no warm coat, Barbarka. Take it’” I urged 

“And how about you. Mummy?” 

"Well, precisely. It’s for me, you’ll keep it for me until 
I come for you, darling.” 

She threw her arms around my neck and I Idssed her 
blindly, squeezing a tiny silver Madonna into her hand. 
I was completely baffled. Cknild it be that our lives had 
to part? But I had no life other than Barbarka's. We 
shared it between die two of us. And it was like seeing 
half of one’s life go away with a small bundle in its hand. 

Pan Yanek was to take Barbarka to the center of the 
city, to Skorupki Street From the vestibule I saw them 
run across to No. 18 and disappear in the net of uncfer- 
ground passages which would t^e them to Tamfca Street 
the safer way. Barbarka’s bare legs in brown shoes flatbed 
in the sunshme. When she reached the othra side of the 
courtyard, her round face turned once mcxe toward me. 
Then, the huge rucksack of tl» man accompanya^ hex 
bl(^ed her out of my sight 

I remained standing hmpfy, thinking of Beibaxks. I 
recalled when she had been so fri^tfully side that for 
weeks she hovered between life and deadi, aiwi was saved 
by a mirade. There was the time whea we had looked 
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With e)-es aglow into a window filled with dream-dolls 
priced exorbitantly for my purse, and tmy Barbarka, 
swallowing hard, had squeezed my hand and observed 
“Isn’t it foolish, Mummy, to buy such expensive dolls for 
children'*” Then there was the occasion some tune before 
the Uprismg when two seenodngly innocuous loaves of 
bread, with two grenades concealed in each, had been 
dehvered to her with orders to carry them to a certam 
address. I remembered the moment when I followed 
Barbarka numbly as she was returning from one of her 
secret girl scout assignments and saw her escape by a 
hair’s breadth a manhunt in the street. August 1st flashed 
through my mind, when, a few hours before the Uprismg, 
she had i^ormed me that she, too, would have to go 
Finally, could I ever forget the time I returned to die 
station to find her washing off Yanosik’s fresh blood with 

her own tears And now Barbarka was gone I was 

sure I w’ould never see her again, though I had promised 
her I would come I was sure I would die right where I 
was, in the dirt and the stench, and be buned under a 
heap of rubble 

Zofia found me standing there, and gently wiped off 
my tears She laid a warm hand on my shoulder and in an 
even, reassuring tone told me how prudent it had been of 
me to send Barbarka off to Skorupld Street It was a small, 
blind street, and no one would have reason to invade it 

Ihere was a piercmg screech, and we both fell Blood 
oozed out of my mouth. My ears were deafened by that 
hateful constant riKu. Both of us must have been shout- 
ing, because I saw Zofia s mouth wide open and remem- 
b^ed my own efforts to scream for help. Scholar, 
Sweeper, Marek and Rola came running to us Zofia 
atooa up with their aid and pomted upward where the 
roof had been. She was shakmg her head, while a red 
rfibboB of l^xid streamed down frcan her left ear. I saw 
her 1^ move, but I cmild not hear anythmg at all 1 was 
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still disgorging blood. I could not mov e either m\ arms or 
my legs Tliey earned me to the bathroom and laid me 
on the mattress where Barbarka had slept the last few 
mghts. Kaytek was still there, and he ]umped on my 
p^ow, miauhng and sniffing at my bloodv mouth. They 
put some compresses on my head Scholar tned to talk 
to me, but I could not hear him I closed mv eves, and 
the excitement faded away immediately The German 
caimon fire no longer existed for me Had they taken the 
post at that moment, I would not have cared The sweet- 
sour taste m mv mouth was the only sensation 1 felt I 
tned to stroke Kaytek s soft fur, but could not raise my 
hand So I just lay there. . . . 

Someone was leaning over me and touching my fme- 
head softly. I opened my eyes and tried to focus them 
Gently I moved my hand. I could do it now. I rubbed my 
eyes then The same face was leaning over roe: Pan 
Yanek. But how was it possible? He had left with Bar- 
barka an hour or so ago to take her safely to Skorupki 
Street. How could he be here? I thou^t of askkig. 
Where is Barbarka? 

Pan Yanek bent down still lower. He began to speak, 
and, incredibly, I could hear him. 

“I came back especially,” he said, “to teH you that 
Barbarka got safely across to Skorupki Street, and it did 
seem much quieter there than here. She is safe now.” 

I looked at Pan Yanek to see vdiether he had stopped 
speaking or whether I had ceased hearing again. But his 
lips did not move. Then I made a irew eiEort to speak. I 
caught his hand. 

“Yanek, swear that you are telling the truth, swear that 
you left her in a safe place,* I demanded feverisUy. 

Pan Yanek raised his right hand. “I swear,* he said 
gravdy, and I fdfl bsmk on my piDow. Hw 'vrarld around 
me came back to me now. I shivered, 

“What Httw is it?* I asked. “You came badk s» quidtty.* 



186 


SEEST IS THE VBTDU 


Pan Yanek glanced at his watch. Then he shook his 
head: “Not so quickly at that,” he said “It’s midnight” 
Midnightl So many horns flat on my back It certainly 
was hi^ time for me to get up and go back to work I 
moved on my mattress Yand’s big hand pinned me 
downagam __ 

Max a bit” he said '‘And II teD you about Bar- 
bark” 

With my eyes half-closed I listened to a detailed 
account of their journey through the tunnels and the 
barricades, and how Barbark was not afraid to pass even 
the 1)loody bamcade” on Sikorsld Avenue 
“She asked me to teB you,” Yanek ended gently, “that 
she will not be afraid and she’ll wait for you ” 

Carefully, stiy, 1 put my feet on the Boor and hoisted 
myself up. It was one o’clock m the morning. A new day 
of dying was beginnmg for us. 



CHAPTER 


THE LAST DAY 


TTwo FIATS, and the tw’O men earning them, 
amved to reinforce our positions before the commg on- 
slaught. Our boys, with their guns and grenades, had l«en 
King m wait for hours, ready for the German infantr}’ 
attack which was expected any minute now. The dead 
qmet of the post was as ominous as the dark hush that 
falls before a storm. 

Sweeper sat on a stool in the courtyard, his head m his 
hands, and dozed whenever he got a chance. With some 
effort he pulled himself together when he saw me ap- 
proadung. 

“How is your head?” be said, pointing to the wet rag in 
which I was still bandaged. 

“So-so How’s your legl** 

“Fairly well Could be worse. Say, I hear you have been 
awarded the Cross of Valor, Aneri It was published in 
today’s order of the day Congratulaticms.” 

Before I had time to answer, the German fire opened 
up with redoubled violence. 

“God, but they are close!” Sweeper exclaimed. 

We listened, and suddenly I saw on Sweeper’s face the 
same perplexity that was rismg in my mind. The fire iiits 
f»nmfng from the direction of Cicha Street. But Ckha? 
Impossible! Why, we had our units there. 

“We must be encircled,” Sweeper concluded. He sent 
some boys to reconnoiter the situation. 

I went down and quickly changed to my dvihan dress. 
It was warm and uncomfortable. Over the dress I slipped 
the white nurse’ s uniform and the Home Army armband, 
gnd suspended my first-aid kit from my idunilder. In the 
^Ttaric pecmiie now began to wony few thdz lives. I ad- 
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Vised them to mo\e on even at that late hour Some of 
them did, but they did not get very far. 

I lav doum next to our soldiers, who were tense m their 
watchfulness. The Germans were advancmg cautiously, a 
few at a time, tiy mg to feel out our strength Our pillbox, 
held by Andrew ^d Scholar and a few o&ers, kept qmet. 
They let the enemy come very close, then they killed Aem. 
Sergeant Putkowski’s machine-gun nest from Leszcxynska 
Street kept quiet, too 

The stars were still shining in the sky, but die night was 
tinged with the hght of the approaching dawn We could 
see die Germans m the ruins of the houses on Oboma 
Street Durmg a lull, we could hear their hobnailed boots 
ring in the night They were gettmg ready, too From our 
side no sound could reach their ears The boys lay mo- 
tionless on the ground, formmg dark patches that seemed 
like graves in the night The Armans continued to shell 
us, but no planes had come over as yet, probably because 
of the darkness 

With a wounded soldier, I went down to die cellar 
again It began to look like an insane asylum. Eyes crazed 
•with fear surrounded me The strain of waiting for death, 
so mudi harder than dying itself, was teHmg on the peo- 
ple 

One elderly man -was drawing a heavy trunk toward 
25 Tc^iel Street. Another, tying &e ends of a white sheet 
id^ a sizable bundle, approached him. 

*What are jmu takhig all that fm?” 

“If I must go, ■why not at least try to save some of my 
thingis?* 

“And where are you gcmig^ 

“What do ytm mean where’? Anywhere, where I oan 
find a quieter hole to dig in They say that the Germans 
me alre^y nesding in those bumt-out houses over there, 
across the street" 

“Whid? Afaready there?" The man with the bundle threw 
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It on the floor and began to untie the sheets ends “Well, 
in that case, I won t go away. I’ll stay n^t here. Perhaps 
I can be of help, too. Damn them and their duldren’” he 
cursed viciously. Some lace and shirts and shoes dropped 
out of the bundle The man stooped to fish out of the pile a 
small silver spoon. He wiped it off with his coat’s slee\e, 
and stared at it for a long tune. 

“It’s my little gurl’s,” he whispered, addressmg no one in 
particular. “When she was a baby . . Two years ago thev 
took her to Majdanek ... I don’t know' what’s become 
. He could not finish, o%’ercome bv the thought of Camp 

Majdanek, that most gruesome of all German slaughter- 
houses. I bent down to help him 
“Aneri’’ It was Scholar calhng me 
“Yes^” I shouted back, climbing up the stairs 
“Come here Help me patch up the wall in the pillbox 
They just tore it down, tie vermin ” 

We put up the bncks in three rows, one on top of the 
other, w'orlong qmekly, doggedly. The wall began to rise 
a gain Zofia came to help, too. 

“Anen,” she said timidly, “will they send us anv other 
nurses, do you thmk^ Suppose somethmg happens to 
either of us It would be bad ” 

Zofia spoke quietly as usual, but I wnndered for a mo- 
ment whether she was afraid Then I looked at her and 
saw that there was nothmg panicky about her She was 
afraid only that there might be no nurses left to take care 
of the wounded. 

The breach in the wall was almost mended when panic 
seized the crowd of civilians. It came suddenly Women, 
frantic with fear for their children, led the ti^dy packed 
mob out of the cellars, seekmg Sweeper and crying. 
“Where is the ccanmandant of the post^ 

“You cannot let us be butchered here'” 

"The children! Do somethmg about the children!” 
Then, a frenzied voice chofemg with tears screamed* 
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“The A^hite flagi Let us hang out the white flag and sur- 
render^ Perhaps they won’t hll us all(” 

“Quiet'” thundered Sweeper. “Whoever wants to leave 
can stJl do so through the passage breached at No. 16 
You can go to Drewniana Street and then through the con- 
vent’s garden. The Germans are not attackmg from that 
direction. You can make your way to the center of the 
city. But let there be no talk about white flags or sur- 
render. The Home Army cannot surrender. Remember 
that. Leave, if you want. Calm your children, and you 
can do that best by calming yourselves. No hysteria now, 
remember. And, above all, no white flags'” 

The speech had an effect. The women began to leave 
Some had, previously, decided to go to Drewniana Street 
and on to the mid-city. 

The dawn came in a vulgar pink, as if bathed in too 
strong a tmcture The substantial reinforcements we had 
been expecting had still faded to appear. The German 
shells flew over our post now, traveling too far They 
would shortly correct their aim, no doubt We could see 
die enemy soldiers in the gapmg holes of the ruins acrtKs 
from our positions, and they coidd see us. Both sides tried 
to take cover. We knew they were many. They were not 
quite sure of our numbers. 

*1 sent Nalecz to Command 2/4 for smne more men 
muses,” Swe^r announced. “My boys are exhausted.” 
“And where are the girls, Danuta and GrazynaF 
“They’re out cm missions, toe.” 

A well-ahned German shell again tore down the wall 
we had so laboriously raected not Icmg before to protect 
<Mir precknis madhine gun. 

I heard Scholars voice and flew toward the 
piDbox. Andrew lay on the ground, unconscious, but, for- 
tunatdly, not wounded. He came to very quickly and got 
1 ^ brushing his overalls. 
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“They can’t find diemselves another place, damn tibem,” 
he muttered. “Hey, look! I’m soaked,” he called in surprise. 

My clothes were wet, too The shell had struck the bar- 
rel of water standmg at the post, and splashed it all over 
us 

“Go down and relax, now that you’ve been baptized,” 
Scholar gave Andrew some fatherly advice. “We’ll manage 
without you for the time bemg” 

A small boy was scurrymg around the post, touchmg 
the guns reverently, brmgmg up cases of ammunition and 
helpmg everybody. His clothes were tattered He wore 
a red-and-white armband, also in tatters. 

“HeUo, citizen! And where did you come from’” I asked 
him 

“From Radom,” he answered promptly. 

“Dear Lord! I didn’t mean your home town, but the unit 
you came from Who sent you here?” 

“I came by myself. Fve been in the Hmne Army since 
August 3rd. I’ve been everywhere. I worked with Lieu- 
tenant Viktor on Dobra Street, too. And then I lived in 
that house on Browama Street where you came once, 
madame, to take sway that dead boy’s body from the 
street-remember? And now I would like to stay with you 
here.” 

The boy looked implOTin^y at each of us in turn, as if 
afraid diat we would send hm away. Scholar shrugged his 
shoulders and looked at Swe^, as much as to say: “Let 
him stay here, if he wants.” 

But Sweeper was of a suspkaous nature. He looiced 
tihreateningly at the boy and blurted out: “And suppose 
you are a spy?” » ,, 111 . 

The boy was shaken, as if someone had suodenty tnrawn 

a bucketful of cold water m his face. Then he drew him- 
self up, and answered rather hau^lily: 

“You are wrong, Lieutenant I am not a spy. Tve been 
longer than a day at two with the Home Army, and I know 
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all about spies. How could you take me for one, siri^” 

“\Vby shouldn’t I?” Sweeper snorted 

The boy looked up at hrai with clear eyes There was 
|ust a sparkle of teasmg in their depths. 

“I know a spy when I see one,” he said Then, frightened 
by his owm tementy, he rattled on “Why, I’ve helped here 
already in mendmg the breaches m the bamcade and I 
have talked to you, too, Lieutenant, and you never said a 
word. Before die Upnsmg I used to paste things on the 
walls, and distnbute the Underground papers. You can 
use me, I know” 

I ducked to avoid a shot from across the street ]ust as I 
asked the lad a question He answered, and his philosophy 
seemed pecuharly wholesome* “Let the Allied planes come 
over, and thmgs will change. We just got to wait and to 
fight.” 

“How old are you?” 

“Sixteen I finished school and was to be a carpenter’s 
apprentice My father’s a carpenter But the Uprising 
broke out and there was no tune.” 

Now the enemy planes came overhead, and we dropped 
all idle talk. First we heard the evil growl, then, the bursts 
of explosions. Unceasmgly from then on continued the 
roar of bombardment mix^ with the dull heavy groans of 
gutted earth The barkmg of Putkowsht’s machme gun 
reached us feebly at times; it would stop and then pick 
up its song again. 

“Aneri,” Scholar’s voice was qmvermg with some emo- 
tion I could not understand. “Please, go down to the cel- 
lar. y<m are not needed here now and it’s dangerous for 
you to be here ” 

"The idea!” I scofiFed. “Are you going to ^ve me a hot 
water botfle and tuck me m bed, too? What’s the matter 
with you. Scholar? Do you think I’ve never been in a ti^t 
spotbefwe?” 
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‘Axe you pretending or don’t you reaUy understand 
AneTn? The jituation is most serious. You shouldn’t . . ’ 

0 Jesus! I moaned An explosion threw me against the 

^ for^airfaS 

called. Scholar! Scholar! 

No one answered 

The boys came running to me, and pulled me up on my 
feet I looked around. There was no more pillbox, no more 
machme gm A huge smokmg crater was there, with earth 
piled up high all around as if it had been dug out evoilv 
by the hand of man, 

Scholar was under the debris, buried up to his neck It 
was as if someone had put hnn there, standmg, and piled 
all the stones around him. Only his head stuck out His 
face was livid with pain. I ran over to him and began to 
duow off the stones. He opened his eyes, but their heavy 
lids wore veiled by a curtain of blood streaming from a 
head wound I wiped them tenderly. 

“I wanted you to go down!” Schdar shouted. 1 told vou 
to go downi I knew it would happen. . . . One does know 
these ^gs, always. Are you aB ri^!^ Aneri, are you aH 
ri^t?” 

I held his head in both my hands. I could not raise him 
anv higher. The boys were feverishly dearing away the 
debris, trying to free him. 

“Don’t shout, Scholar, I can hear you we J I am aB 
right,” I kept repeating. “Are you in pain? Well vou 
out of here.” ^ 

Scholar looked at me wiffi his ^orious eyes. Quibt tears 
roBed down his cheeks, mixing with blood. 

“D(m’t, don’t cry, Stiolar,” I begged, soblnng ‘Donit 
cry. Well get you out. Dtm’t cry, it will be aB ri^L* 

With both hands I stroked his bloody, martyred head, 
kissing his eyes. 

"T T 

1 - • .1 was , 
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“Don’t talk. Scholar. You’ll talk later, when we get you 
out, when you feel better,” I sobbed. 

“I was ... so happy . . . you were with . . me . . . work- 
ing . . . together . . . you were ... for me . . . O JesusI” 
Blood rushed out of his mouth and drenched my face, 
my hands, my hair. I felt its sweet taste m my mouth. 
Those eyes closed. Scholar died 
The last bricks were removed. I saw that both Scholar’s 
legs had been crushed, and a lai^e splmter had been 
driven deep into his chest There was no wood for a coflSn 
nor time to nail the planks together if we got them. They 
wanted to bury him in the garden, behmd our row of 
houses, but I insisted on burying him right where he fell, 
in the crater made by the bomb. We laid him down in the 
pit in a half-sitting position, his face turned eastward, and 
I covered his moufli with a white handkerchief to keep 
the soil out Quicldy we covered him with soft earth. 
Sweeper said a short prayer. 

Then I was left alone at Scholar’s grave. I tried to pat 
it down with bare hands. I drew a sign of the cross on the 
fresh mmmd, and looked up in a vague, wild hope that I 
would see God Himself up in the sfy, at last di^iensmg 
His justice sternly. 

German planes were overhead again. They circled end- 
lessly, kioidng for tiieir targets. No bombs fell. They had 
hrou^t leaflets again, like yestesrday. I pidmd one up: 
“Give yourself to the Gaman authroities. The camp at 
Pruszfcow will receive you all. There are beds for you 
prepared tlwr^ beds with forah sheets, and warm food. 
No one wiH torture you. Freedom and weak await you.” 

I thoo^t irf dean, soft beds, and my bones ached Then 
1 tried to imagine the taste of good, hot food, and I felt 
sfci:. Again I looked at Scholar’s grave, vhere our piUboz 
had be^ and I knew that this was onr last burial. In the 
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hours to come we would just have to dump the bodies mto 
open ditches and leave tiiem th0.e 

Andrevsr was not m the pillbox when the bomb fell. But 
the sixteen-year-old volimteer in tatters, the future car- 
penter of Radom, lay qmetly by the wall, a mortal wound 
m his temple. 

Two boys, armed with small bottles of explosives, stood 
where our pillbox and machine gim used to be. A worthy 
weapon, indeed! On the barricade I heard the bo\s hum 
a frivolous song, and I was horrified to realize that Schol- 
ar s death no longer mattered, once we had binned him 

Nalecz did not come back. Help did not am\e. Walls 
of houses crumbled one after the other. Incendiaries set 
others aflame. We tried to extmguish these fires with sand, 
and occasionally we met witli success. 

“The tanks!” one of the boys called. 

“To the Hats*” Sweeper touted, and immediately relief 
crews ran to where the Fiats were jpcKted. 

In the small passage leading to the odiar a gust of air 
threw me against the wall for die second time that day. 
Someone helped me to my feet. Again I could not hear 
My legs were covered wii blood- The scfldier who had 
been posted at the entrance to the passage was beheaded 
by the shell. His head rolled a few yards away from his 
body. Children screamed, until somebody had the pr®- 
ence of mind to spread burlap sadking over the homble 
remains. The ajldier’ s gun and grenades lay strewn about. 

My head was rent by the tolling of a fimfusand bells. I 
wrapped a wet towd, around it, and dared not complain 
even to my innermost self. At le^ I still alive. 

Two wounded boys came into the cellar. Zofia and I set 
to wcMrk on them immediately. The left of one was 
almost out 

"You’re from the barricade?” 

“That’s rigiht” 
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“Any other wounded there^ 

“You don’t have to bother Those that he there won’t 
need you any more, sister.” 

hfadame Bromslava burst mto the cellar screaming 
wildiy. “Anen, Anen! Marek’s wotmded. Come qmckl” and 
she darted out agam through the great breach m the wall 

A bloody spectre swayed into die cellar now With his 
nght hand he held up his left arm, tom off, but still dan- 
gling from a ribbon of flesh. Unable to speak, he jerked 
his head back, trymg to tell us that other wounded were 
waiting outside 

Bromslava ran in agam, crying “Why aren’t you com- 
ing, for God’s sake? Marek may die there'” 

“And why do you run back and forth instead of brmgmg 
him here'*” I snapped back. "Why should I be the one to 
brave the tanks'* tVhy should I dways be the one to do 

K , 

“It’s your duty'” Bromslava shouted The word brought 
me bati to my senses. I finished dressmg the tom-off arm, 
and was just gomg out for Marek when they brought him 
m at last. 

“Marek! Good Jesus! Zofia!” 

I had never brfore seen anymie wounded that way. 
Marek was unconscious. He bled but a htde from his 
UKmth. His eyes were poppmg out and his face was like 
die feces (rf men hanging frcan the gallows, swollen and 
puiphsh-bhm. His pdbe was normal We could find no 
woumi cm his body. But his throat rattled with death. We 
gave Mardk a shot of morphine and pushed bitn dose to 
the wall, leaving him unconscious and unseeing. 

I ran to the stairs and tried to climb them. Twice they 
CEUQiUed beneath me, and I fell in the stinking water 
flooding the cellar. Finally I got out There were some 
bodies Qung on dm barricade. But others took their pfeofts, 
and I saw them swmgmg their grenades. One of die boys. 
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wounded, was moamng I hea\ ed hun up and earned hun. 
fireman’s wav, down to the cellar. 

All our sanitarv supphes had disappeared in the mean- 
tune “A shell,” Zofia qmetlv explained. Our table ■with 
medicmes, mjections, dressmgs had been destroyed com- 
pletely, and ibere was hardly amtlimg ve could retrieve 
from the wreckage 

“Kill me, Anen'” the w’ounded bov moaned “Don’t let 
them get me Kill me, for the lov e of God' ’ 

He died a few mmutes later But Marek w as still wnth- 
ing m agony, and w'e could do nothmg to help him. Thev 
brought m a new batch of w ounded The cellar was full 
of blood All we had was some duh’ water and a bit of 
gauze. We tore into long stnps some sheets we had found 
in the cellar and bandaged the wounds with them. 

Three soldiers burst in 

“Were withdrawing, Aneri. Get ready ” 

“Good Lord* And what about the wounded^” 

“I’ll stay,” Zofia said. And she left for the cellar of No 
25 where her old motha: was. “I’ll stay here. You 
Aneri” 

I was left alone in the cellar, amidst shattered rums and 
rows of cots and mattresses moamng with wounded. Some- 
thing soft nestled against my legs I looked down: Kavtek, 
my Persian. It had long smee b^n deciifed that should the 
Germans take our post and force us to withdraw, I would 
put Kaytek to sleep I had it all prepared, all fdanned. Now 
was the moment. 

I took the hypodermic and lodced at the splendid ani- 
mal, worn out with the weeks of fitting just as we people 
were, yet nesthng with confidence at my feet I felt I 
could not do it I direw the hypodermic into a heap of 
rubbish. 

Hcda, Pavel and Piotr ran in. Rcda pulled me by die 
hand. 
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“Come on, Anen. We Ve got to find some way out The 
Krauts are m the pillbox already. We re out of ammum- 
bon. They’ll shoot us if we remain htere.” 

The bamcade above us was silent, though the Germans 
were still shelling our positions heavily. No one was left 
to answer the German fire I felt a burning pam- a shell- 
fragment had hit me I didn’t even know where the wound 
was There was no time to stop and look. I ran after Rola. 

In the cellar of No 25 people flocked to us, beggmg that 
we raise the white flag of surrender Someone, sobbing 
tried to hoist up a white sheet. I snatched it and pulled it 
down roughly 

“No surrender!” 

The crowd obeyed without a muimur. 

In the cellar of No. £1 the water was as hi gh as our 
knees. Three times I stumbled while running and toppled 
forward, my face down. Rola and Piotr puDed me out 

Kotr ran out of the cellar first We followed him. The 
st^ here was clear of smoke, and there was sunshine 
Pi^ dashed up to the docar of a ground-floor apartment 

“Oh, look! This will be the way out for us! I 
shall...” 

A bullet whizzed- 1 raw its sharp gleam. It buried itself 
in die boy’s ear. A fountain of blood shot out Rotr was 
gffllly falling on his knees before the door. His eyes were 
still op®, and showed surprise. His mouth still gmilH , a 
^ad smile, that he had found a way out 

Rauojus Gennan yells resounded outside. 

‘Piange to civilian!” Rola called, as we went back 
again, plungng into the water of the cellars. Rda toe off 
m red-and-white armband and destroyed his pink card 
Ok i^abership in the Home Army. Others undressed 

I toe to shreds my owii card that had been hdiest 
ot all to me. The tmy shreds of pink cardboard fell into 
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the w-ater, together with our arms, our Home Army ann- 
bands and our blood 

Soldiers, comrades, brothers,” a weak voice calling 
behind my back, the voice of a dvmg man. I wheeled 
around. A man was flung across a bed, his head hanging 
down He wore ^ay overalls One of us WTio was it? I 
could not recognize him He was co\ered with blood. 

“My eyes, vrash my eyes off Let me see the world once 
again! Or loll me, brothers, kill me’ Do not let me die from 
a German bullet. Kill me’ Kill me!” 

Good Lord! Suddenly I knew the voice “Andrew'’” I 
called. 

“Aneri,” the boy sobbed. “I knew you would not let me 
die God is kind.” 

“Rola, we must get some civilian clothes for hhn, and 
change his outfit.” 

Mrs. Kempfi’s dau^ter quicHy brtmght a civilian coat 
and a pair of trousers for Andrew, and some more dotiies 
for the other wounded boys. We helped them change, 
our hands feverish with haste 

Rola held his gun in his hand lovin^y, loath to part 
witih it. 

“Don’t throw it away, Rola,” I called instinctively. 
“Don’t! Give it to me. Perhaj® we can hide it some- 
where.” 

I felt a pair of eyes fixed upon me, and turned my head 
to see who it was. Sitting in the comer of the ce^ar was 
an old wranan, all attention She was tff German orig^, 
and we had suspected her of reporting a few of our men 
to the Gestapo before flie Uprising, hi the first days of 
August we had sent her to Captain Krybar, tl© Com- 
mander of Group Vin, who was in charge <rf such cases. 
He had not considered the case important oDOugh and had 
sent her back with the promise that it would be investi- 
gated lafei, wdiea aR Warsaw was in our hands. 
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“Rola I whispered “She’ll betray us.” 

Rolas blue ejes grew hard and cold His haste and his 
emotion disappeared as he turned toward the old woman 

“I’ll kill her,” he said quietly. 

“No. We can’t do that*” I protested. It had been driven 
too deeplv into my consciousness durmg my years m the 
Underground never to permit any one to deal out justice 
outside of the proper channels Rola felt it, too He 
dropped his gun and his two hand grenades into the 
water. The German woman must have sensed that we 
were talkmg about her She looked up and said. “Change 
your clothes quickly I’ll help you I’ll give you some 
civdian clothes, too.” 

I never knew whether she had been so frightened diat 
she felt it best to help us escape death, or whether the 
crust of her German inhumanity had brolmn down in these 
last moments of agony 

Andrew whimpered for help and begged us not to leave 
him alone. 

“I won’t leave you, Andrew,” I said. “HI stay with you 
here, don’t worry.” 

“No! no! I want to go vrith you. You’ll see, Aneii. I can 
waft, m walk.” 

I put my arm around the boy and dragged him off his 
bed One erf his eyes was out ]^th his legs were hombly 
mm^ed His face was covered with a thick coat of blood. 

“Andrew, you can’t walk Let me stay with you here,” I 
be^ed. But Andrew’s bloody arm gripped my neck as in 
a vise. 

I can go, he blurted me go. I want to live.” 

Hand grenades were being burled into the cellars, as 
drunken voices outside yelkd: “JRaas^ AUe EmsT 

“We have to go out, Andrew said with great effmt, 
staring Aiough a tiny slit in his purplish swollen left eye. 

“Hcw on to me, Andrew. We u make it, all right ” 
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The stairs were steep and m rums. Ahead of ns Madame 
Yadviga Z , m her nmth month, was hving to climb them 
alone, but could not mate them with the burden m her 
womb. Rola helped her up Then I came with Andrew. 

With every step, fresh blood spurted out of his many 
wounds. I walked on his right, because he had a large, 
bleeding wound on the left side of his chest, just below 

the shoulder. ^ 

“Ram! AH you bandits come out of there,” German 

voices shouted. 

A line from a Pohsh poem kept recurnng in my mind 
“But those viho Uce, let them not forsake hope . 

A grenade exploded m the cellar, and a child fell with 
one short cry. Then, we reached the surface 
A German soldier was waiting for us. I was not aware 
of him till he grabbed my ng^t hand, shppery An- 
drew's blood, and pulled a ring off my finger Thrai he 
looked at the other hand and at my wrists, for bracelets or 
a gold watch, peihaps. 

I felt the mu2zle of a gtm pressing against my ch^ 
and saw them do the same to Andrew who was swaying 


on his feet i j r ..t. 

“Bandur A German non-cmn, with the aimb^d of tte 

Red Cross on his uniform sleeve, pomted to Andrew Am 
with a sudden quick gesture, he tore the c<Mt from the 

boy s left shoulder , t «t i. .i. 

“I saw him on the barricade! he touted I sl^ dm 
myself. This is my method of shorting. I reco^iize the 

^^fcerman held a handsome British gun in his hand 
It had been flown in for ns, probably. He aimed it at 

^^^oot the bandit like a filthy dog!” he fimned. 

Another German soldier knocked d<^ 
muzzb of his gun. Pomtmg to the »ed Cross armband on 
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the non-com, the soldier pushed him aside and ordered us 
to go on, toward the barricade 

The str^t was full of Germans. The house where 
Sweeper’s post had been was dying m flames. The ditch 
on our side of the bamcade was crammed with dead 
bodies And in die cellars at least a dozen wounded re- 
mained 

Andrew was walking with increasing difficulty He grew 
so heavy I was afraid I could not support him much 
longer. He was suffering tembly. 

“Andrew " I said. “Remember. We had no part in the 
Uprismg. You worked on a construction job at 19 Topiel 
Street You were wounded, but you don’t ranember when 
And I don’t know you. They told me to take you out now 
You understand?” 

“Yes, Aneri,” he answered in a touching, dnldish VQice 

“Andrew, remember not to say anything else if they 
question us. I will do the same Don’t change your story 
Don’t believe them if they say I had told them something 
else. I won’t ” 

“Yes, Aneri.” 

“Andrew, please bdieve that everything will be all nght 
in the raid. And if we have to die, wel^ one has to 
som^hne anyway, do^n’t one?” 

"Yes, Aneri." 

Madame Yadviga Z. could not climb over the piles of 
stones the barricade. She dragged herself piteously, like 
a huge bee. 

Graman tank stood at the lower end of Obozna 
Street, rij^t near our barricade, a few yards away from 
Scholar's grave. Another (me, standing at the upper end 
of the street, near Krakowskie Przedmiescie, was sur- 
rounded by many Germans. They were tossing band gre- 
nades into die crowd herded up Obozna Street. Some fell. 
Others pisdied aheadf prodded on by the Germans at the 
bottom of the street. A small group of women was carrying 
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a white flag But the German grenades did not spare them 
either 

The cross that I had drawn in sand on Scholar’s grave 
was still clearly marked. 

We dragged our hea%y steps, lea\ mg a trail of Andrew’s 
blood behmd Each step for one man who had died fi^t- 
mg here Sparrow . . and Yanosik . and Scholar . , the 
youngest of all, Marek . . . Piotr, with a bullet m his ear . 
handsome Lieutenant Jeremi, Sw'eepers second in 
command, after Zoch ... Stefan ... Jan ... Leon ... Hen- 
ryk . . . PodKiha . . . Zbik . . . The roll call of the dead was 
endless. 

Suddenly it sounded as if someone were singing in tins 
waihng crowd. But could it be? I leaned forward to see 
The words of Rota now reached me clearly, sung at the 
top of a woman’s voice. I saw her walkmg up Obozna 
Street, carrying a small child in her arms Tears blurred 
my eyes. I wiped diem off. The child lay queerly in her 
mother’s embrace She was dead. Her head was han^g 
precariously from her frail body, having been almost cwn- 
pletely severed The mother marched on, unconsdous of 
fear or pam, smging 

“They wiU never trample us down. 

Or make our chddren German 
We wtU rise again. 

The Spint wM lead as * 

“^top her!” someone shouted. But it was loo late. The 
woman ran up to the German tank still smging the song of 
defiance She hurled the dead body of her chnd at a Ger- 
man. Then she fell. A grenade had killed her. 

A shower of grenades sprayed Obozna Street. People 
stood motionliKS, speechless, fixed to the ground, fro^ 
in their horror. 

“Rausf* The German butts came down heavily on our 
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bacfe Our bo^es twisted in pain. The procession moved 
on Of the eighty members of Unit 2, Company 4, Groun 
VIII there were four of us here: Rola, Pavel, Andrew Zd 
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15 EYONT) THE GATE of the Universitv grounds 
the world was green with the still \Tgorous and deep ver- 
dure of summers last davs. The Germans were laughing 
at us. They watched us file by, a wmdmg procession of 
emaciated, staggenng people, smeared with blood, and 
they roared with laughter. 

They took Andrew away from me. All men were herded 
separately. I remamed with the large group of women and 
children. A w'oman gave me a scarf: "Here, wrap dus 
around your head,” she said kindly. “Your hair is caked 
with blood. It’ll draw the flies to you.” 

I took the scarf and tied it around my head Reaching 
in my inside pocket I found, much to my bornw, the badge 
of Company 4, a Polish eagle, embroidared by Mrs. Wo- 
sicka In the event of a search, the emblem would brand 
me immediately as a “bandit,” a member of the Home 
Army. Unobtrusively, I ground a hole with mv heel in the 
soft sand, dropped in it the badge with the eagle, covered 
it with sand agam, and flattaied the spot wmth my foot 

Three Germans made their way throu^ the crowd of 
women and children, pushing them aside, seining every- 
body with their searching eyes. One (rf them was the R^ 
Cross ncm-com who had boasted of his own “shooting sys- 
tem ” He pointed at me, and the tall sergeant in comma^ 
pulled me out erf the group harshly. 

“Get going,” he Kiid curtly 

"IheyTl kill her!” srane wometa waded bdiind me, as 
they were leading me away 

"You’re ime of those bandits,” the sergeant faalf-adbed, 
half-dedared. 

"What do you mean? I dmi’t nudatstaad you." 
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**niat man you brought here He was a bandit, your 
soldier, and you are one, too ” 

“I am not. And he was a worker, not a soldier, either” 

“That weTl see in a moment Remember now: don’t 
speak until you’re spoken to, or we’ll shoot you.” 

Thus, covered by guns, I was taken to lie wall at the 
other end of the campus where three men were Imed up 
Coming closer I recognized Andrew and Pavel The third 
one was a complete stranger. The three stood facmg the 
wall. "To be executed!” flashed throu^ my mmd. Then 
the sergeant pushed me hard, toward the wall. I fell and 
bit the wall with my head. The scarf shd from my blood- 
caked hair. 

“Get up!” His voice whipp«i me. “Stand up there, with 
the other bandits, your pals.” 

I got up and stood by Andrew, facing the wall, clearly 
amscious of the finahty of the moment. They’ll question 
us some more, and then , . . 

“Now, don’t lie! Lying won’t help you,*” the sergeant 
admonished us. 

“Why bother with questioning them? I could swear 
they are all bandits,” the Red Cross man insisted. “Let’s 
shoot them and be done with the whole busmess.” 

I stared dumbly at the wall before my face, I raised my 
head hig^, not in pride or defiance, but because the wall 
was chipped above my head, and I could fasten my eyes 
on the hde ihare. Only one thou^t persistently buzzed in 
my brain Will the bullet hit me in the head and will it 
fa^much? 

The German sergeant pulled brusquely at my arm. I 
turned around and saw his lips were moving; he must 
have been asking a questum. 1 looked into his eyes, and 
dopfviy it dawned upcm me that he was addressing me in 
Holidb. She^tishly I asked. “Are you speaking to me?” 

To whom dse, stupid? We know you are a bandit, too. 
Yoo were on that barricade, shooting at our soldiers.” 
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“No. I was not” 

“Well, they were shooting then, weren’t they?” he 
pointed at the three men facing the wall. Andrew was 
slumping from exhaustion and loss of blood. 

“I have nothmg to add to what I have already told jnu,” 

I answered, trying to sound firm. 

“You hear^ She told us you are a bandit!” With one 
quick, practiced gesture he swung Andrew around. Then 
he struck a hard blow at Andrew, whose face was blood) 
and whose body was tom by many wounds, I swore then 
that I would never forgive that blow, in life or in death, 
never. 

Andrew swayed His one eye, half-blind from swellmg, 
now closed, I stretdhed out my hand to help him The 
German slapped my hand down. 

“I don’t Imow this wtHnan. I don’t know what she toM 
you. But I am not a bandit,” Andrew said, speaking vesty 
slowly, very qmedy, with g^t elFort EKs vt^ce soumied 
dead and fri^tening 

They made me face the wall again. Tbe sergeant gave 
the orders to shoot We waited . . . and waited . . . 

A terrific explosion shook the University. Heavy caliber 
guns were sbellmg Warsaw. The shells came firom the di- 
rection of the Vistula. There could be no doubt about it 
Could it be, at last? Those cannon could only be Soviet 
Waiting for the bullet, I lapsed into indifference again 
Death was too near to think of anything exce{^: Wifl the 
bullet hit me in the head and will it hurt mucdi? 

“Don’t you have anything dse to say?” the Gaman ser- 
geant whispered over my dioulder in a soft voice. It took 
me quite a while to come to and gather my tbouj^ts. 
“N<^limg else.” 

“Are you sure there’s nothing you’d like to tell us?” tbe 
voice was smorth, and its vary smoothness stirred me out 
of my stupor and jait me mi the akart Had he bellowed, I 
mi^t still have waiting for my ballet. 
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“Nodimg,” I said 

“Rim then,” the German ordered. 

I thou^t. They’ll M me ru nnm g’” They so often did, 
making it easy to explam that the prisoner had been try- 
mg to escape I took three steps backward, slow steps wary 
steps, without lookmg back, without expectmg life I felt 
a sharp, tearing pam m the small of my back But I heard 
no shots. I turned around. The three Germans were not 
even looking at me They were watchmg Pavel and the 
o&er man who were also departmg, but in the opposite 
direction. Andrew w'as still standing at the wall The pam 
I had felt w'as onlv imaginary, yet I was as sure of it as if 
shots had been fired at me. 

As I trudged on, I glanced back once more. The Ger- 
mans w'ere lagging Andrew away. I prayed that some- 
one would be charitable enough to dress hb wounds. Bit- 
ter tears swelled m my throat 
It was the last time I ever saw Andrew 

German soldiers and non-coms ran through our groups 
like sheep dogs, making us stand in ranks, four abreast In 
the moving crowd, faffing in ranks, I came upon Zofia 
She was there with her old mother, carrying a tiny bundle 
in her hand. I guessed right away a htde food, medicine 
and injections for her mother. I touched Zofia’s shoulder 
lig)htly. She tamed around, and when she saw me tears 
streamed down her face. 

"You are alive^ she said incredulously, “But they told 
me you had been diot . . . with sane soldiers ” 

They dianged thdr minds,” I told her 
"No speaking herer a German touted 
I stayed wim Zofia and her mother, and decided to 
dbare theur lot. 

The Gmnans marched us ihmi to the main gate of the 
University. On the way we could see how recklessly fod- 
ish we had been to attack the University in the first days 
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of the Uprising. The campus \\as bnstlmg wth guns, ack- 
acks, mortars, even one “shriekmg cow ” We saw stacks (rf 
rifles and unopened, fresh cases of ammumbon, and I re- 
called how each gun, each cartndge was worth more 
than its weight in gold to our men. 

Through the sheets of Warsaw' we went, a mournful 
procession of bedraggled ghosts, past houses on fire, past 
dead bodies sprawled on the asphalt and on the cobble- 
stones, and now and then a destroyed German tank On 
Elektoralna Sheet, Zofia s mother collapsed We laid her 
flat on the pavement Our column marched on The Ger- 
mans paid no attenhon to our httle group. 

Zofia untied her httle bundle. She took out a small bottl' 
of medieme. 

“Mother, dearest, please open your eyes,” she begged. 
“Drink this We have to go. I^n t let the Germans see our 
weakness. Please dnnk it. You’ll feel better n^t away.” 

The beautiful old lady opened har eyes slowly. She tried 
to get up. But she could not. The sight erf that tovely frail 
woman, with a face as white as death, lying on the 
filthy, blood-spattered pavement, did something to me I 
went up to a German dueebng haffic at the nearest cross 
sheet, and told him fhat we were to go to Pruszkow 
Camp, that with us was an old woman who could not 
move, and that if we were to get to our destmabon, they 
had better take us there. It was sheer madness on my part 
One old woman’s death would not have made the sli^tert 
diffraence to the Germans in that sea of death into which 
we had been plunged. 

But a miracle happened. The German stepped a kxxy, 
and ordered the driver to take Zofia’s modier. After much 
cajoling, he allowed Zofia and me to aoNxnpany her. 

They brou^t us to Wola, that district Warsaw 
where oa the day of Sparrow’s deadi five hundred boy 
scouts, sent to relieve Home Army units, had been butch- 
ered by the Germans. Wda had fou^t hard. I had seen 



210 


SILENT IS THE VISTULA 


nothing like it in all Warsaw, Dead bodies of women and 
r4»i]dr«>T»^ of men still wearmg the armbands of the Home 
Army, lay stacked evenly on both sides of the street, in 
front of smokmg and burning houses We could see gangs 
of prisoners, under the supervision of Germans, cleaning 
the streets and piling the corpses in those dreadfully neat 
stacks. 

The lorry dropped us in front of St. Stanislaus’ Church, 
where thousands of people were already gathered Ma- 
chine guns and soldiers surrounded the crowd on all sid«. 
I shivered. Was there to be a mass execution after all, and 
not Pruszkow for us^ 

They drove us inside the church. They weeded out all 
the men, and led them away. Crying and sobbmg broke 
out m the church The women were sure the men would 
be shot They wailed loudly, desperately. The stench in 
the church was stjBmg The Germans had used it as a re- 
shufflmg center ever smce the fall of Wola, and it was 
filthy with mud and excrement. 

Outside a voice called out that we could have water. I 
found a big can with a string attadied to it, and went with 
four other women to look for it. A German guard was 
posted at die ^te of the churchyard. 

*T)cHi*t go there alone,” a young voice cautioned me in 
good F<dish, without an accent “The Ukrainians may 
cany you off to their barradcs. They le a bad lot We’ve 
had to dioot a few of diem already.” 

The guard surprised me by his good Polish and his 
fitiendfy voice. His feee seemed humhar. Where could I 
have seen him before? The man wore a Gestapo unifmm. 
I moved on puzzled. And then, in a flash, I remembered 
&ai I had m^d: him before and that he was a Tnembp-r of 
oor Undejr^xnmd. De^te his Gestapo imifraTn, I '(pyas 
sme that he was one of our men. 

The 'Geshq^o-maa* came over to oar little group, and 
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conducted us to the water. He did not speak all the wa> 

I wondered whether he had recc^zed me, too. 

The water w'as good. Followuig the example of others, 
I took off my tennis shoes, and stood in the cool sfieam 
of water pouring from one of two pumps, and drank long, 
tdi my throat lost that taste of dry blood. After washing 
my neck and my head, I breathed "freshly agam. Sometme 
took me by the elbow and offered to help me put on my 
tennis shoes. It was the “Gestapo-man.” He steadied me 
wth his hand when I was puttmg the shoes on. 

“Don’t try to run away,” he whispered, without opening 
his mouth, without movmg his lips. My heart jumped. So 
he did recognize me. 

“Our men are in the country. They manage to free some 
transports. Better go to Pruszkow. You’ll be able to get out 
of the camp. There are two of us even here.” 

I finished fumbling with the laces of my tennis 
and started back for the gate. The “Gestapo-man* began 
to shout and yell,at people in pofect Gestapo manner, for 
which I adinired him smcerely. New hope aatered my 
heart All was n<* yet over. Hm Underground was carry- 
ing cm. 

Back in the diuich, I wound my way toward the main 
altar to thank God for allowmg the Underground to go 
on and the nation’s spirit to hve. On the side of die ato 
sat my friend Nela’s mother. She saw me coming and 
irome^tely stretched out a hand ainl gave me a slice of 
bread and a piece oi baccm, a delicacy which made my 
throat ti^tett. I had to struggle with mysdf to eat it 

A German gendaime was making his way thnm^ the 
crowd, aimlessly, it seemed. He sto||>ed not far from 
where I sat 

“Are you alone?” he asked me in brdcen Bslisb. 

“Oh, no,” I ansvtered instinctivdy, witboiit a moment s 



212 


SILEOT IS THE VISTULA 


hesitation, with my grandmother, she is sick, and 
with my aunt. There they are,” I pomted to Zofia who was 
spreading her coat on the stone floor of the church to 
make her mother as comfortable as possible 

“Well, it doesn’t matter. You’ll report to the captain, 
anyway.” 

“What captain? What for?” 

“We’ll find some work for you, don’t worry.” 

“All nght,” I submitted meekly. “But I’ll have to tell my 
grandmother that Tm gomg. j^d will you please come 
for me? I won’t be able to find my way around here.” 

The gendarme grunted and strutted away, lookmg for 
other \-ictims 

Zofia heard die news with alarm She conferred with the 
daughters of Mrs Kempfi and with another woman whom 
I hardly knew. They found some peroxide and decided to 
bleadh my hair. The poured it aU over my head, but as 
the solution was weak it helped but hrae. They then 
combed my hair a different way, rubbed my face with 
some cream, drew lines around my mouth, gave me eye- 
masses to wear, and tied a bright scarf aroimd my neck. 
One woman took away my blo^tained coat, and let me 
put on her own. Thus disguised, I stayed behind the pul- 
pit, and watched the gendarme come around and ask 
Zofia about me. He went lookmg for me everywhere. 
When his ey^ shpped over me indifferently, I became 
convinced that he would not recognize me, and I came 
forward boldly and remained right near him for quite a 
while. He codd not find me. 

In the morning they formed us in ranis and drove us 
to the Western Station. A tram was wnitmg to take ns to 
Ae Pruszkow Camp. There were three decent passenger 
cars of the suburban line The rest were cattle cars. We 
were loaded into Aem Our transpcHt was made up of 
only women and children. I lost Zofia and her mother in 
the crowd. 
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The train started. Some of the women amongst us actu- 
afly looked forw’ard to Pruszkow, remembering the Ger- 
man leaflets which had promised soft beds, clean sheets 
and warm food there I had no such illusions 

We stopped at the small suburban station of \\1och>. 
Se\eral local Polish women, who had organized a relief 
committee, were distnbutmg bread and coffee to the 
deportees m the cars The Germans had, for some reason, 
allowed this good work, conducted e\er smce the first 
transports to Pruszkow had begun to flow from embattled 
Warsaw, to be earned on. 

The train moved on agam A few minutes later we ar- 
rived in Pruszkow. The guards opened the doors of tlie 
cars, and shouted. “Get out!” 

A close line of German soldiers, armed to the teeth, 
guarded the tram. Beyond, some two hundred yards 
away, there were clusters of people callmg to us When a 
few of them approached us, we saw that they were women 
wearing the ara^b^nAs of the Polish Red Cross! I could 
hardly beheve it at first. 

We stood before a bigb wall, facing a strong, iron gate, 
bearing a large number “14” painted white. Some German 
officers were at the gate, their notebooks in hand, to count 
the newly-amved prisoners. Inside, behind the gate, thw 
made us stop and wait for a long time. Then a sharp voice 
called to us in correct Polish with but a sh^t mixture oi 
the harsh Gmnan accent “Barak piatyl To Barradc 5" 

It was around ten in the monimg of Sept«nber 5, 1944, 
when we amved at Camp Pruszkow. On the way from 
Cate 14, we were made to pass in sin^e file large cases 
filled with tomatoes and loaves of bread cut in quartm 
German soldiers handed to each person three tomatoes 
and a quarter of a loaf. 1 could not brmg mysdf to acoegt 
the food 

Perhaps haM a mile away, the huge bulk of Barrad:: 5 
loomed ominously aimd of os. 
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Barbed wire was strung around and sentnes were posted 
along the enclosure Inside, several thousand people were 
milling about, loolong for an unoccupied straw mat or a 
wooden plank or a comer m which to spread their pooi 
belongmgs and rest their tired feet. 

A few women wearmg Red Cross armbands were in the 
barrack. I looked at them warily, fearmg to approach one 
without malong sure that I had the nght person Movmg 
slowly through the crowded buildmg, I came to a closed 
door on which a card was tacked, reading in Polish 
Doctok’s Office. Reception Hours- 9-12 a. m. 

The discovery that there was some medical assistance 
at the camp was reassurmg. I edged closer to the doctor s 
door and sat down on the floor to watch and size up the 
situation. I concluded, after some observation, that a 
small stafF of Polish physicians and nurses, both men and 
women, were working at the camp under strict German 
supervision. During my wait I noticed a middle-aged 
woman m a knitted yellow “beame” corning in and out of 
the doctor’s office. I studied her carefully, scanning her 
sad, reddish face and appraismg the expression of her 
eyes. I decided to trust her. The next time she appeared, 
Imlding in her hand a long list of names with numbers 
next to them, I murmured: “Excuse me, madame, can you 
spare a mmnent for me? It’s very important.” 

She looked at me with tired eyes and nodded. For an 
instant doubt attacked me* “Supp(»e she is a German^ 
But I had to take a chance. 

*Tm horn the Home Army,” I said quickly. “Of course, 
they can t discover that I don’t want to be sent on from 
heik I have to stay in the camp. I’ve studied medicine, 
almost finished the course. My httle daughter is still m 
Warsaw. I must remain here and wait for her. Pexhai^ 
wfih the R«i Crtss.” 

The woman put a finger to her lips and after giving me 
a probmg locA, she led m^ without a word, to the 
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doctor’s office There was no one in the first room She left 
me there, and went into the next room. She soon ’ietumed 
with a Germ^ physician in army uniform and, pomtmc 
at me, said. She is an mteme, as I told \ou. Sift wante 
to work as a nurse in the camp, Dr. Pmiip. she has no 
papers We need nurses so badly.” 

Dr Pump, a man in the forties, blondish, looked at me 
wearily through his glasses. I could find no lines of crueltv 
around his mouth. He did not smile, but I had a feelmg 
that he was not a bad man. ° 

A patient was ushered into the room, a man who had 
his right arm amputated nght below his shoulder. A thick 
wad of gauze, saturated with pus and dirt, hung from the 
stump of the arm. 

Dr. Pump looked at the woman in the yellow “branie.” 
Then he looked at me, and pointed to the newcomer. 

“You take care of that man,” he said curtly. 

This was to be an examination, I realized. On the way 
in which I handled the case depended whether I wmiM 
be allowed to stay at the camp. I tned to collect my usual 
coolheadedness, as I told the man to take a seat on a bench 
bythewaU. 

Scissors? No, there were no scissors to cut off the filthy 
dressing. I looked over the small table displaymg all the 
medical supplies which Barrack 5 could bo^: one bottle 
of peroxide, a few measly squares of ^uze, a roll ttf tniH ' 
paper. . . . That was all. 

I tore off the gauze and the tampon fawn tibe arm’s 
stump but drew back quickly, horrid and rfehimiaul a 
nauseatiag stench of putrefactiiwi hit us hard. The wound 
was swarming with mag^ts. No amount of nursing or 
medical experience can make one immune to the si^t of 
wonny wounds. I know dF nodiing more xepuldve 
the koc^ dF ^Mening greenish-ud^ worms twfamg on 
a festering wound. 

The man did not utter a word. With his good left fand 
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he pulled the shreds of his shirt sleeve away from the 
swollen stump His silence was so complete that I looked 
at him, and mastered my own nausea with great effort 
The mai s face was ashen pale, his hps tightly drawn. He 
was lookmg at Dr. Eump and his German uniform, and 
the speechless accusation in his eyes made the German 
squirm For a moment I thought Dr Pump would col- 
lapse His face grew pale, too, at the sight of the wound 
He mopped his forehead, and whispered desperately 
“Mem Gotti Mem Gour 

With a small piece of gauze I wiped off the worms and 
gathered them in a small cardboard box Dr Pump took 
himself in hand. "What do you want to do^” he asked. I 
pomted to the small table and its almost non-existent med- 
ical supphes Dr. Pump averted his eyes. 

“How long have you had that tampon in your wound^” 
I turned to the patient who was still quiet 
“Ten da)s,” he answered, “or perhaps a little more The 
Gennans would not let us out of the cellyr.” 

I pulled the tampon out The pus flow^ed freely, and the 
rest of the worms witib it. Lightly, gently I began to press 
the swollen stump. The pus ran until blood showed. With 
the small pieces of gauze, moistened m peroxide, I tned 
to clean the wound. I then poured the peroxide from the 
bottle m the wound itself, covered it with as many squares 
of gauze as ffiere were left, and bandaged the stump with 
the toilet paper. I endeavored to make the bandage tight 
and the dressing thick, but it did not come out so well 
I passed the examination, however, and was allowed to 
stay at the Pmszkow Camp as a Red Cross nurse. Dr 
Pump obtamed fw me a pass card, which read; 

“DULAG 121, Fruszkow am 63 1944. 

Irena Bytnietesika ist oZs Schwester tm AuffangJager 
Fruszkow eingesetzt. Sie darf stch tm Lager fret 
bewegen and dte HaUen betreten.” 
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The pass was signod by Dr Koenig and by the JLo2,cr~ 
fuehrer, the commander of the camp. It gaie'me freedom 
of movement m the grounds and buddings, but not the 
nght to leave the camp at any tune and for any purpose, 
however good. 


With the precious pass card m mv possession, I made 
my way slowly through the various crowded barracks m 
search of people from our post I found Sergeant Putkow- 
ski, the one who had kept his machme gun hidden m tiie 
cellar of his grocery store for five years before the Tp- 
nsmg I ran mto Pavel, but I could find neither Rola nor 
Andrew. Pavel did not know what had happened to them 
In Barrack 6, I found Lieutenant Skala, who burst out 
crying when he saw me. In team, he told me that he had 
been m the cellar of No 27 when the Geraians broke in. 
Marek was lymg unconscious there, and there were a few 
other of our casualties in that cellar. The Germans mur- 
dered all our wgpnded. Skala himself saw one of them 
bayonet Marek. 

There were three permanent nurses at Barrack 5 I was 
to be the fourth. All three of them-Helena, Mana and 
Stasia-had been brought here by the Germans in the 
first few days of the Uprising from the prison on Dzielna 
Street where they had been employed as nurses 

Stasia S , a widow, whose only sem was fighting in War- 
saw in the ranks of &e Home Army, let me share W mat 
and her blanket mv first ni^t in camp. We spent the 
night on some wooden planks covered by a piece of ma- 
terial I did not sleep at all We lay quietly, listening to 
the blasts of explosions in Warsaw. We could hear them 
distinctly, although a dozen miles away. Her son was 
there My daughter was there, loo. 

I tried not to think, but ccKiId not “Are yon asleep, 
Irena?” Stasia whispmed. 

“No,” I answered, sdbang die dim rlwnriit of 
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the tormenting thoughts "Please, Stasia, talk to me. I’m 
going mad.” 

“It won’t help you much, w^hat I’ve got to tell you,” 
Stasia said quietly. “You cannot cry, Irena, I know you 
cannot You’ve got to believe that your Barbarka will come 
here eventually, just as I beheve that my boy will come, 
too.” 

Stasia went on speakmg in an even, qmet voice which 
reminded me of Colonel Matylda. Then she asked. “Have 
you had your supper^” 

“I don’t want to eat I don’t feel hungry. And, besides, 
even if I wanted to, I have no food.” 

Stasia got up widiout a word. She lit a candle and 
started to rummage in a small case under the table, on 
which we kept some iodine and water. She took out a 
bottle and a glass, one third of which she filled She then 
cut off a shce of white bread, buttered it, and topped it 
with half a tomato 

“Dnnk this”— she handed me the glass— “and then eat 
that.” She hovered over me, determined not to tolerate a 
word of opposition. I drank obediently. It was vodka 
Then I took one bite cff the bread, but could not eat any 
mwe. Tears welled up and choked me. Stasia showed no 
sympathy. 

“Just as 3^00 wish,” she said coldly, matter-of-factly. “If 
you dcm*t want to see your daughter again, that’s your 
own business, naturally. But let me tell you that people 
are side from hunger in this camp.” 

She wiped off my tears with a harsh gesture, but there 
was tenderness and understanding in it, too. 

“Where do you get white bread and butter and all these 
hmnies?” 

“La the village, throu^ the kmd help of the nurses 
from the outside who ceme to wmk in die camp during 
the day. They’ll do it for you, toa” 
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“Do' the Gennans allow the nurses to bring in food for 
all deportees'^” 

“So far, jes, but only m most limited quantities. And the 
number of our doctors and nurses who are free to go m 
and out of the camp is very small” Stasia then turned 
toward me, and concluded. “You’d better try to sleep. 
Y’ou’U have a hard day tomorrow, you’ll see.” 

Tearful, heart-rending cnes of people vainly calling to 
Gkxi for help filled Barrack 5 m the mommg The Germans 
were segregatmg the deportees into groups to be assigned 
to \arious barracks, and many famihes were bemg tom 
apart Children up to the age of fourteen were left with 
their mothers if the women had papers to prove that the 
children were theirs. Many had no papers at alL Men were 
separated from women rudely and with sneers. The lAi 
people were herded on the left, the young ones on the 
nghL For further weeding out the old folks and mothers 
with small children were driven to Barradk 1, women from 
fifteen to fijfy-fii^ to Barradk 4, and all males above four- 
teen to Barrack 6. 

The sight made me sick. I left the barbed-wire encb- 
sure with the stream of people driven to their new bar- 
racks. In front of one of the buildings I came upon a 
cluster of Red Cross workers conspicuous in the crowd 
because of their white aprons and armbands. With them 
was a taB, elderly woman in a boniret and a short, navy 
blue veil. She wore a sign aroux^ her neck, readmg: 
Ddmetscher—ihe interpret^:. 

Aftm: being eyed by diem suspiciously and fdDbwii^ an 
exchange of probing words between us, one of the nurses 
asked: “Are you here mqiectiag someone?” 

“My dau^ter,” I answered. 

“Tm waitmg for my husband, my sister and my parents,” 
she sani. 

“And I for my dau^ters and for ngr soBHn4aw,” one of 
her colleagues cbim^ in. 
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Before Barrack 3 , 1 spotted two Red Cross girls collect- 
ing scraps of paper from the inmates there. Many voices 
implored 

“Mine, too! Please take my message, too’” 

“My husband and son are m Barrack 6 Please take a 
note to them.” 

“Me, too’ Please, a word to my husband ” 

In Barrack 1, jammed with “unusables” for the German 
Reich, I stumbled on a family consistmg of a grand- 
mtrfher, over sixty and desperately ill with dysentery, and 
five children. The eldest was a girl of ten, the yoimgest 
was but a few months old. The parents had been executed 
by the Germans on suspicion of having taken part in the 
Uprismg. The grandmother, lying on a htter of thin, filthy 
straw, was moaning The condition of the children made 
me cry 

I stopped a passing Red Cross nurse Pointing to the 
prostrate children, I urged. “We must do somethmg.” 

The nurse shrugged her shoulders He^mouth twitched, 
as she spoke with bitterness. ‘*You don’t know where Tm 
giing at this very minute. It’s even worse there. A woman 
is dying, and she had to pick just this moment to give 
bnrth to a dbild. She’s bnngmg it forth dymg, and she 
knows it, which is... Oh, damnation!” She went away 
quicMy. 

When I found that the whole family had had nothing to 
eat for two days, I went foraging for food. I had observed 
some barrels and cauldrons near the railroad tracks, and 
made my way to a car from which came the warm odcff 
of a st^mmg liquid, smelling something like cofiFee. I 
stood there helpl^ for a moment. 

“Do yon want some?” a grating voice asked behind my 
badk. 

I kaew that he was a German. The man was slqppy, 
unshaven, glistening with sweat Through his open shir t 
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one could see black coarse hair on his chest His high 
boots were iGlthy with manure But his smile was kind 

“I must find somethmg to eat for five httle children 
and their sick grandmother They haven’t had anvthmg 
for a long tune.” 

The German said somethmg I did not understand, but I 
followed him as he went to an open wmdow in an adjom- 
ing building and climbed inside. 

“Wait here,” he told me 

Soon he appeared m the window with a package in his 
hand, and he gave it to me quickly, surreptitiousl). 

“You are new here,” he said. 

“Yes, I am They let me stay as a nurse ” 

“They distnbute soup once a day at each barrack,” the 
German explained. “But if you are a nurse, you can eat 
with the Polish doctors and nurses TTiey have a speda! 
eating place, in the kitchen building.” 

He turned to go back to the car on the tracks. ITien he 
added, as if remembering something. “Look out for the 
Green Car. Don’t go there often. They are not human 
diere And, if you’re hungry, come here. TU always have 
something to eat for you.” 

He disappeared in the depths of the car I opened the 
package, wrapped in coarse gray paper. It contained a 
can of condensed milk, a loaf of white bread, some candy, 
a piece of sausage, a bit of butter and sugar, and a cup, a 
spoon and a kime. I was dizzy jfrom joy at the si^t d 
these riches. 

Walking bade to Barrack 1, where the starved tots were 
huddled around their whimpering grandmother, I mar- 
veled at this manifestation of German kindness. Yet this 
was n(A the first instance of it in tlw five years of the Ger- 
man occupation. 

I recalled how some years earlier, whife waiting at a 
nmflU provincial station for the train to Warsaw, I had 
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seen a Gennan gendarme discover a woman smuggling 
food. As there was not much of it, it was obviously not for 
sale, but for herself and her family. She was old and 
frightened. The German beBowed at her. She began to 
run along the track, the gendarme after her, stabbmg her 
with his bayonet. She kept screaming in despair, running 
toward the tram, which was packed with young boys 
from the Wehrmacht gomg home on furlough The soldiers 
called to the gendarme to leave the woman alone He paid 
no attention to them, and pncked her with his bayonet 
Then a few of the soldiers got off the tram and ran to the 
gendarme They snatched k bayonet from him and beat 
him up soundly. One of them seized the battered bundle 
of food and returned it to the woman, motioning to her to 
go on her way. Another pulled out his gun, quietly, un- 
hurriedlv, and shot the gendarme Then they boarded 
their tram asam, without even looking back 
And now, incredible as it seemed to me, a sloppy, sweat- 
ing Gennan gave me bread and milk ftr starvmg Polish 
infants. 



CHAPTEB 


THE LOT OF THE LI\TNG 


IS ARRACK 5 \’ibratmg with fresh erdte- 
ment I rose on our mat and listened Stasia was already 
awake 

“A new transport, prohabK,” she sad “Let’s see from 
which part of Warsaw they brought them this time ” 

I rushed out in the night, calhng loudly “Barbarka 
Bytmewska* Barbarka Bytmewska’” 

No one answered Then I went from one to the other 
among the newcomers, askmg frantically “Are you from 
SkorupM Street^ Anyone here from SkorupM? I am look- 
mg for someone from Skorupki Street. Do you know what 
is going on at Skorupki Street?” 

But no one answered me I convinced myself, howevar, 
that Barbarka w^qs not in the transport Stasia feared to 
call out the name of her son because of his membership 
in the Home Army. She roamed through the throng, can- 
ing timidly the names of her relatives 
In the morning I decided to try and obtain the release 
of the sick gran&iother and her five little oaies. Brazenly 
I went to Barrack 2, where the Medical Commission sat, 
and presented to Koenig my list df those to be re- 
leased. He regarded me with sli^t amusement throu^ 
narrowing eyes, but after he had examined the old woman 
with the htde flock of children I had hrou^t along he 
nodded to Ania, the beautiful Polish clerk sitting at his 
table. She wrote out the release notices hurriefiy, and 
thrust them into my hand 

The next step was a visit to the Green Car, and my first 
transpOTt would be free. Before the barrier guarding it 
was a crowd of nurs«, each with a Koenig-approved list in 

22S 
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hand. A few Gennans w’ere posted at the entrance, admit- 
ting no more than tw’O or three nurses at a time. 

The Green Car was divided into two compartments 
They let me into the first one I was so shocked at seemg 
a nun sitting there with a rosary at her waist that I did not 
even look at first at the Gestapo-man at her side. The 
woman wore the simple gray habit of the Ursuline Sisters 
A bit of hair, with no lustre or softness to it, showed from 
under her close-fitted coif She had large blue eyes, the 
only beautiful feature of her unpleasant face Her skm 
was bad, her nose reddish and large. The papers I had 
brought to the Green Car for the Gestapo seal of approval 
lay on the table before her. After scanning them carefully, 
she spoke rapidly in German to the Gestapo oflBcer He 
took the papers in hand now. I looked at him and felt as 
if an iron had been plunged into me. The Gestapo-man 
was no stranger to me He was the same man who had 
questioned me at Gestapo Headquarters some two years 
before. Not a muscle m my face twitched, as I strove hard 
to give no si^ of recognition. I watched him move his 
pencil down the list of names. Clearly, my identity 
escaped him completely. 

The old grandmother and her five children were allowed 
to go to some relatives at Piastow. As the cart on which 
they had loaded her and. the little ones was passing me at 
fhe gate, she turned her tortured old head toward me and 
spoke in a weak, trembling voice. “May God bless you, 
my dear. May He guide your stejs wherever you go and 
may He help you m your hour rf need as you have helped 
thc^ who n^ed your help.” 

The room where the nurses and the Polish doctors ate 
was filled to overflowing. Ihey were servmg cabbage soup 
tihal day. Everybody in the long, winding line was holdmg 
sraae sort of a vessel One woman had a demitasse cup, 
aimdier a tin can and still anothm* a preserve jar. I 
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nothing. I stepped out of the line and leaned agamst tlie 
wall. Sick from hunger, I closed my eyes 
Someone touched my shoulder I looked up. A tall 
scarecrow of a man stood before me He handra me his 
glass jar and an ama 2 angly black spoon. 

“I have eaten already ” he said “Co ahead ” 

“How did you know I was bungr)'^” I asked. 

He shrugged his shoulders, and rephed “They took me 
from Warsaw, too. My family’s still diere How long have 
you been here^” 

“This is my third day,” I said with some embarrassment 
as if I owed an apology for needmg his help “I am not yet 
f amihar with conditions here ” 

“Listen to her,” he laughed out loud “Conditions, she 
says There are no conditions here, my dear lady. This is 
pure and imadulterated hell ” 

And then he looked closely at me. His eyes were 
shrewd, appraismg. 

“By the way,”^e added. “I am from Barradk 8. A doctor 
there, believe it or not. My name’s Gregmy * 

I thanked him for the jar, and he invited me for a walk, 
I jomed him, and we taDced along. Yet it was not easy to 
trust one so soon “Suppose he was a stool pigeon^ was 
the thou^t running tinough my mmd Gregory lotted 
at me, and laughed uproariously. He patted me on the 
dioulder. 

"You don’t know people very well, do you?” he said. 
“Not Germans anyway. How come you don’t trust me, if 
I trust you^ Because I know you are one of our pec^^, 
say what you wifl.” He looked at me tnumplmntly. 

Still a httle reluctantly, I grinned bade at Gregory. It 
turned out that he was an important Undergroi^ woikor 
within the camp He promised to provide me widi a m^t 
pass. 

“Can you really get me a permit to move about the 
camp durmg the ni^t?” I adeed. 
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“Of course,” Gregory nodded, and I saw an amused 
sparkle in his eyes. “This is easy. But you must tell me 
your name, you know.” 

“Irena B}i3iiewska.” 

“All nght, m brmg it to you in the evening I’ll meet 
you outside Barrack 5 ” 

At nightfall. Dr Gregory thrust into my hands a card 
allowing me freedcan of movement after the curfew hour 
The pass seemed authentic. It had all the earmarks of the 
routme Gestapo job, includmg the seals and signatures. 
The very perfection of the thing frightened me. Suppose 
the scarecrow Dr. Gregory was a German agent, after ah'* 

He led me to a small, wooden shack full of rubbish, and 
throu^ a passage down into a narrow shelter. It was un- 
comfortable for more than one person, and I fidgeted not 
knoi^mg why he bothered to brmg me there. Then Greg- 
ory moved something and exposed the entrance to a new 
cavity big enough to hold only one peison. He turned tm 
his flashh^t, and I saw a small radio hidden in that hole 

“I got it from a German vho had decided he was sick 
and fared of war. He deserted and went back home to 
Breslau, leaving me his uniform, too, and what not Tve 
been trymg to fix the set so 1 could send messages from 
here.” 

Dr. Gregory looked at me gravely, and spoke with 
urgfflicy. 

"You must understand why I am telling you all this and 
showing it to you. I can’t work alone. Someone ou^t to 
know about it, if anything should happen to me. I trust 
you. I had to believe someone. Look,”— and he ban dfld me 
scroe photographs— “this is my wife and my son. Try to 
nanember their faces. They may ccme here from Warsaw 
yet, for all I know, fust as your littib girl may come. If, 
one day, you should miss seemg me at the kitchen or at 
Bairadc 8, don t come here. You’ll know what happened, 
and you woo t be able to help me any more. But in that 
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event try to find my vnfe and my bov, and tell them how 
I waited for them here.” 

I Icnew I would remember the names and the addresses 
he gave me forever He passed his hand over his eves, and 
concluded: “And now, go and get some sleep. I don’t need 
you here any longer.” 

As I was edging out of Gregory’s hide-out, he called after 
me derisively: “If you get a chance one of these da\-s, 
look in the mirror, will you^* And do something about yr^ 
face, beautiful.” 

I borrowed a small ancked mirror from Stasia, and 
stared at it incredulously. It was most shockmg not to 
recognize ihe pictine I thought I knew so well. The face 
that I saw in Stasia s mirror was dirty gray, with a swollen 
nose and big red pouches under siroflen wes. Nasty red 
vems rtood out vertically on my neck. My hair was dull 
and disheveled. It was a hateful, uj^y 

I was posting notices about Barbarka in all the banw^ 
when, to my joy, I came across Zofia again, after a Iap% 
of several days. There were thousands of cards on die 
walls, giving the news of those who had gone through the 
camp The messages were short, pathetic, on tins order: 

“Tec^e Zajac, 17-deported to Breslam* "Zofia Mysiol— 
have been three days in Barracks 4 and 5-don't know 
where they re taking me now. Farewell.” “Whoever kn^ 
Malwina Herlicdco— notify her that her mo ther is beo^ 
deported today. Her Warsaw address: Zlota 12. God be 
with you, my child.” 

With the help of Dr. Gregory and die interprettra', Ja- 
nina, I placed two large signs hi^ on the poles 
Gate 14, and on them I counted most I hqped that as soon 
as Barbarka arrived with a transport and vdien it was 
lined up at the ^te, either die or someone who knew her 
wcHild not fail to notice my big l^tmng: “Babbaua 
Bytnikwska— whatever the barrai^ youH be assigned to. 
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go to the Doctors office. Mother working with the Red 
Cross. Whoever knows anything about ffie girl— mother 
beggmg for news.” 

“I wonder if you could do something” a woman's voice 
addressed me. “Its Madame la GenSrtde You know her, 
I think. They are gomg to take us away tom^t anyway, 
but she is so very sick, the old lady. Perhaps you can help 
her.” 

I went to her barrack immediately. I knew well Ma- 
dame la GdnSrale, the tall old lady with white hair, smalt 
face, determmed moudi and commanding manner. She 
had been very active in Red Cross work. Madame la 
Qindrde was the mother-in-law of General Sosnkowsld, 
the Commander-in-Chief of the Polish Armies, whose 
headquarters were in London. The litter on which she lay 
was ffithy and crawling with vermin. I knelt by the old 
lady whose face displayed pride even in misery. 

“Don’t come near me, my dear,” she said. “Don’t. I 
stink so horribly.” ^ 

Startled by th«e words, I asked Madame la Generde 
what was wrong with her. 

“Twn heart attacks in the last three days,” she explained 
matter-of-factly, “and dysentery.” 

I scurried aroimd loofcmg fca: a stretcher and someone 
to help me cany the sick woman to Barrack 2 If she and 
her companion could be released, they might go to Mila- 
nowek where they had relatives. I asked Madame la 
GSnSfdle what she wanted. In a quiet, weak voice she 
answered; “What Fd like most; my fhiltl fe to have a 
bath.” 

We managed to secure a rdease from the camp for her 
for her ampanicHi. We kid her on the stretcher cau- 
taow^ and prepared her, as best we could, for the trip. 

Whfleall this was going on, Zofia waited for me in the 
same pia^ where I had found her. When I returned, she 
took me mber arms, and I burst out crying. 
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is yoTii3u, mother^*” I stammered, wipmg off the 

“She ^ sick,” Zo^ofia said and led me to where her mother 
lay m the floor w^ith a coat, rohed into a pillow, under^r 
head She w^ a^beaubful as usual. She pressed my hand 

•-> 

^ere, do yoi:ij think, they wiU deport us^ Zofia asked 

'^fia, do you have any relatives or friends that hve 
around here, wittdj whom you could stayt^ I inquired in 

“Yes, in Komot^^w But they won’t let ns leave.* 

It was my lucfocy day. I managed to have Zofia and her 
motiha: transferreisd to Barrack 2, before they were released 
to go to Komort^jw Zofia pointed to a young man with 
his arm in a shn^, 

“Can’t you bel|p him, too?” she said. “He is a doctor.” 

The man seen^ed well enough, and I feared be wr^ 
never pass the h4\edical Commission car fool the hawk-eyed 
guards at the gal^e ^ 

“My name is ^Rodynchosld,” he introduced himself, "I 


am a surgeon. 

“Of couree ycrm are,” I answered mechanically. He 
looked puzzled. 

“Why do you ssay so?” 

“I u^ to kno^ a Dr. Rodynchosld, a surgeon,*— and I 
swallowed hard at the memory of my superior ciScer 
whom I loved antd trusted as no tme else in the wwld— “at 
the Uyazdov Ho*spital I used to work for htm- He. ..he 
was a wondarftiL man.* 

‘^Seneral Chri^opher,” said the young man softly. “He 
is my unde.* 

“in help yoM, * I dedared. But I wnodered how I 
thou^t it over lor a while. Then I looked at the young 
surgeoai. “Milk?"' I suggested. “AD li;^* he smiled back 
“B you thud: th^t wifflM them.* 
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Siirreptitiously, with the xise of a hypodermic needle 
brought m by one of the “outside nurses,” I administered 
an mjechon of condensed milk— as there was no fresh 
milk— and prayed fervently. 

In a very short time the young doctors face became 
flushed vntii high fever, his eyes were dimmed and he 
grew dehnous. For a moment I was womed, but it 
worked. He was given a medical release, and with Zofia 
and her mother joined the transport gomg to Komorow 
hospital. 

Zofia kissed me warmly. While waiting for the last for- 
malities at the gate, she spoke with some effort* “Perhaps 
youTl see my Voytek here, Aneri Who knows, they might 
bring him here. They would then deport hnn to Germany. 
But if you should see my boy, please do give hnn my 
blessing and beg of him to remam as staunch a Pole as 
he has been so far, no matter what happens. And tell him 
that I loved him more than anything or anyone else in 
the wm-ld, and that I am proud of hiiq^for serving his 
country well.” 

Thus we parted. I had known Zofia only for a few 
weeks I never saw her again, nor did I see her son, Vov- 
tek. But people like Zofia do not ever die entirely. There 
is always something of them that goes on living, even 
after death. It was astonishmg, I bought while I was 
walking Iwmk to the barracks from the gate, that I had 
never known before the Upising how comparatively 
many diere are who never die completely. 

The following morning I reported at Barrack 4, where 
I was welcomed by Dr. Balinska, a wrmderful woman, 
efficient and brave, and such an excellent physician tfiat 
oven Dr. Koenig defened to her. Ihat day Dr. Pump 
worked there, too. 

I was fjo etaimn e girls and women who had been raped 
and report on their cases. It was new to me, this side of toe 
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human tragedy. The first girl to come up was sixteen. She 
was tall and slender. She burst out oymg and I could not 
calm her. She sobbed so hystencally that Dr. Pump left 
his room and came in to see what was the matter widi the 
patient. The girl stood before us, naked, her body covered 
with scratches and blood, her thighs tom in ribbons of 
flesh 

“Where do you come frcan'^ I asked gently. 

“Filtrowa Street,” she cried. 

Little by little I pried out her story. Her house had beai 
burned and all the inhabitants forc^ out of their shelters 
by German grenades. She was with her mother. The Ger- 
mans first searched eveiybody, then they attacked several 
w’omen and even children. Six men abused the ml When 
her mother shook off her own assailants and flw to her 
child’s defense, they killed her before her dauj^ter. 

We stood there riumb with horror. Pump swore under 
his breath. Yet he had seen more tiian one such case 
smce he had come to work at the camp. 

“Examine her and write a report,” he told me curtly. 
He turned around and went back to his room. He sent bar 
some milk and fresh rolls. 

I examined sixteen cases diat day, and all the time I 
was haunted by the fearful thou^t that my own little 
girl might be brou^t to the camp ill, hyrterical widi her 
soul so bruised that it wrould not easily if ever heal, and 
with a body mauled and tom by hateful hands. From that 
day on I ky awake ni^ts, tormented by fears about 
Barbarka. 

Amcmg the sixteen womra I had examined flbere was a 
thirteen-year-old with her twenty-nme-year-old modier, 
who was in the fourth month (ff pregiancy. They were 
both so sick that there was nothmg we could do to save 
They both died on the same day. Before the modier 
died, we took down a statement from hof that both dm 
and the little girl had been raped by several men in sue- 
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cession. The Gestapo officer present made the dying 
woman say that the assailants had been Ukrainians, not 
Germans. Whenever possible, the Gestapo tned to shove 
onto the shoulders of the Ukrainians or General Vlasov’s 
Gossacks, who served with the Germans and whose record 
was very bad indeed, the responsibility for crimes com- 
mitted by the Nazis themselves 

After the woman and her child had been buned in an 
unmarked grave at the far end of the camp, all har papers 
and my report were taken away. I could not remember 
the name of the victims, and was afraid to ask Dr Pump 
for it One day, he unexpectedly came to Dr. Bahnska of 
Barrack 4. 

“That woman, you know,* he said, “the one who died 
with her daughter— her name was Janina Kowalska. She 
was from 21 Kfiodowa Street in Warsaw.” 

Dr, Bahnska looked at him suipnsed, yet grateful. Dr 
Pump did not look at her. His eyes fixed on the floor, he 
finished lamely “I thought you might want to know 
that you might want to remmnber.” 

In the morning a new transport arrived Loudly I called 
out Barbarka’s name, hopmg to hear her voice answering 
me from the throng dumped out of the boxcars But Bar- 
baika did not come. 

“Do you know anything about the mid-city^ I kept 
aslong the new arrivals. 

‘^ikcrsfci Avenue is still in our hands, don’t worry,” an 
exhausted voi(» tried to reassure me. 

There was a small elevation some forty yards away from 
Gate 14, commanding a good view, and I decided to make 
Ais my headquarters. It was some days later, on Sep- 
iemher 18th, that I went there about noon to wait for 
tian^poits from Warsaw. I Kit down cm. the sand. A man 
}oined me slmrtly. He had a small parcel in his 
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“Are you waiting for the transports^” he asked. 

I nodded 

“And you'^” 

“I’ll be here until late ” he told me. “My wife and young- 
sters used to hve m Praga, but I had word that they had 
gone to the mid-city in the very first davs of the fightmg. If 
Uiey’re ahve at all, they should be brought here, I figure ” 

“I’m waitmg for my daughter,” I told him “She was m 
the mid-city, too, like your family.” 

From afar dull detonations of cannon fire reached our 
ears. 

“Those must be Soviet,” the man cocked his head to 
hear better. “Perhaps they are in Powisle ahead} 

“They w’eren’t there two weeks ago,” I said grunly. “If 
they had been, I wouldn’t be here.” 

“Listen,” he said. “Planes^” 

The heavy drone was commg our way, and we knew it 
was not one plane or two or three or four, but many, 
many of them, flying in formation, and very hi^. We 
tilted back our neads, and looked m die direction of the 
sun. 

“No use wastmg your eyes,” my companion, whose name 
was Stanislaw, grumbled. “The sim is m the way Besides, 
what do you expect on this goodly forty-ninth day of the 
Uprising^ We rejoiced a few days ago when Soviet plaiu» 
played at droppmg some supplies for the Home Army. 
None of us knew then that they were no good. Dromied 
without parachutes, the sipphes were pulverized in laiid- 
ing. Much good they did us. And what do you expect now, 
w^ you tell me?” 

“The Americans,” I answered without hesitatkxi, diicld- 
ing my smartmg eyes 

“The Americans!” Mr Stanislaw snorted. 

And then the roar of many powerful OKitmrs drowned 
our words and made our hea<b spin. Mr. Stanislaw 
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grabbed my band and squeezed it till it hurt He looked 
up toward the silver cloud of planes, commg lower now, 
in formations of seven 

“Good Lord'” he shouted. “Look, just lookl” 

The planes were Amencan. They went on toward War- 
saw, but already black puffs emitted by German anti- 
aircraft began breakmg around them Tlien, before our 
very eyes, the small shapes of the parachutes detached 
themselves from the planes, openmg as they descended At 
first there were dozens, then hundreds, then, it seemed, 
thousands of them. Some were white, some dark 

A few German trucks tore past the camp, toward War- 
saw, and my heart pamed at the thought fihat they might 
get some of the Amencan supphes. It looked to us as 
mough many of the parachutes had landed ahead of their 
schedule, not over Warsaw, but over the suburban small 
town of Wlochy. The German lomes roared down the 
road. Shortly we heard the yappmg of machine guns, too, 
without knowing at W'hom diey were shooting. 

Three American planes burst out in ff^es now. We 
watched them go down in black trails of smoke Then we 
saw the crews bail out, I prayed hard that their chutes 
would open well and that Siey would land safely. I h e l d 
my fists clenched tight till the knuckles whitened Mr. 
Stanislaw stood by me, and followed with his eyes the fall 
of the burning planes. He cned imashamedly, noisily, hke 
a duld. 

The formations flew on, eastward, but still there were 
hundreds of parachutes in the air, swaying with the wind, 
coming down gently to earth. It was impossible to see firom 
our distance what die parachute were bringing. And then 
we saw the snake of the transpcat train approachmg the 
canqi. 

We went to the gate for the arrival of the new trainload 
frcan Warsaw. There were over three thousand peqjle in 
that transpcHrt, and the unloadmg lasted almost tvw) hours 
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I tned to peer into each one of the three thousand fwMS 
that filed through the gate. Barbarka was not among them 
Finally the hmges of the gate squeaked loudly and the 
doors closed. 

Another transport came. Agam we could find neither 
Barbarka nor Mr Stanislaws family On the othra" side 
of the tram I heard a German gendarme fire three 
shots. Probably someone had tned stupidly to run away 
Later, alon^ide the tracks, I saw a woman’s body with a 
bullet wound m her back She lay with her face down, her 
arms outstretched The small body of a bov was curled 
up at her feet. 

That day I saw German trucks bringmg mto the camp 
a part of die supphes from the Amencan planes that had 
apparently fallen either m Piastow or in Wlochy, a few 
miles beyond the reach of the Home Army in Warsaw' I 
also saw a truck carrymg some airmen m leather jackets 
and helmets, with their hands behind their backs, but the 
vehicle passed by too quickly for me to count the number 
of prisoners it hefd But I felt sure that thev were Amer- 
icans 

The next day Soviet planes bombarded the camp A 
single German was killed and seventy-two Polish women 
from Warsaw The success of the Soviet effort, from our 
pomt of view, seemed very questionable We could not 
understand the wisdom of b^bmg an objective whidi 
was by this time well known as a ^tribution center for 
the non-combatant population of the capital 

The event provided a heyday for the German propa- 
ganda experts. They sent a car with a loudspeaker through 
the length and breadth of the camp to make sure that 
everybody heard their me^ge. The speech they fed us 

wsB short and to the point 

“The Poles’ dioice of allies has never failed to amaze 
us,” was the way the broadcast i^^ened. Here you threw 
yourselves into the arms of En^lmsd, America and Com- 
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mumst Russia, and what did you get out of it^* Betra\’al 
and death. Even today your so-med alhes have killed 
over seventy of you. Forever do they drive you on and 
on to pull Aeir chestnuts out of the fire with your bare 
hands. They let you fight alone and die. 

“You are fools, and there can be neither sympathy nor 
pity for those who perish because of their folly But we are 
sorry, deeply sorry, for these httle children of yours who 
will curse your name one day for havmg condemned them 
m their innocence to hell ” 

The short speech was followed by music and Polish mih- 
tary songs. The truck with the loudspeaker moved on to 
the next stop, where it started all over again- 
‘The Poles’ choice of allies has never failed to amayo 

US. * . . 

The Germans ordered an enormous grave dug for the 
nctims of the Soviet bombmg of the camp. The seventy- 
two women were buned m it. And then they erected a 
huge cross, the only one they had eve^deemed fit to put 
cm a Polish grave. They attached a large sign to it, for all 
to see 


MOTHE3RS ANO CHILDBENr OF AN UNHAPPY PEOPLE 
DBCErVED BY ENGLAND 

SOVIET BOMBS BROUGHT AN END TO THK1R S U F FER ING 

People stopped and stared at the sign. Then they re- 
sumed their weary rounds on the road to Calvary. 
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TThree weeks had passed since I had lost 
Barbarka, and all my efforts to find her were so far in 
vain. 

A transport of sixty-three hundred people amved at the 
camp late m the afternoon of September 22nd The de- 
portees were in a terrible state. The tram had been stalled 
between Warsaw and Pruszkow for two whole days, dur- 
ing which the people had not been permitted to leave their 
came cars. Suffocating in the tightly packed and filthy 
boxes on wheels, chilled by cold at ni^t, many dwd, 
otihers arrived m a dying condition. 

It was raining heavily. Before the transport was un- 
loaded, night fell I |omed my voice to die many anguidied 
on« callmg out in tiie dark the names of their dearest 
ones. Once more my search iac Barbarka was fruidess. 

The guards bark^ at the frightened mass of deportees 
huddling under the trees near the ^te to seek stmie shelter 
from the rain. There were so many stretcher cases that by 
eleven o’clock that ni^t there were no more waj^ns left 
to cart them to Barrack 5. 1 bent down and picked up the 
nearest stretcher. 

“Where are you taking me?” a plaintive vMce moaned^ 
“I don’t want to go anywhere. Mother, oh, mother, pleas& 

I pulled out my flashlight The girl on the stretcher was 
delirious. She was drrased in a coat and covared with a 
warm blanket They had obviously carried her out that 
way from the cellar of her destroyed Imuse. 

It took me and ahelper an hour to get to Barrack^ 
Gennan guard thare did not object to my bnngng tte ^ 
in, although this was the wtmg bar^ We laid ^ 
stretcher with the gtrl by the wsB, and ran back to Gate 

S37 
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14 for the next case It was still pouring and we were 
soaked through My mouth felt dry and my head fevansk 
But there was not much time to 4ink of such thmgs, not 
even time to pity those who lay in the mud, under the fall- 
ing curtain of ram, waitmg for our help 

All night we carried them from the gate to die barrack, 
from the gate to the barrack The smell of blood was in our 
nostrils. The sight was unbehevable. People were lying on 
the floor, their eyes bri^t with fever, their bandages, long 
unchanged, cak^ wiA blood and pus. Many were too 
exhausted to drive away the big blue-green flies which 
clustered around their wounds, eyes and even open 
moutb. 

Dr. Janusz moved among the diseased with a long white 
sheet of paper and kept writmg on it one name after an- 
other, assigning diem to the ’rarious hospitals in the 
vicinity. Akiost every day noany cases would be sent from 
our camp to these hospitals. How they managed there 
God only knew. 

The death rate in Barrack 2 that day^vas ten per cent 
I was surprised it was so small. 

I had found a moment to go over to the wall and look at 
the stretcher widi the delirious young girl. She was still 
unconscious and moaning. She tried to raise herself and 
then she fell back on die stretcher, unable to move. 

I stood over her and she focused her eyes on me for a 
second. She quieted down, and seemed normal and ccMh 
sckws again. 

“Hraire take my jacket off,” she begged. “It hurts me, 
here, under my arms.” 

Then she closed her eyes, as I knelt by the stretcher 

“Don’t touch her,” a woman warned me sharply. 
“Why?” 

■IShe’s crazy.” 

"We are afl caazy,” I answered. 

I paBed off dm bhmket whuh was wrapped tight around 
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the girl, and bared her legs. I was struck first by the 
swarms of maggots and vemm. Then I saw that the girls 
legs were furrowed with ugly wounds and gashes, and that 
her ankles and feet were skinless and swollen and putnd 
I covered her agam. The gul, tossing m pain, did not 
notice my brief exammation 

I then unbuttoned her coat There w’as a small nbbon 
on her blouse. The nbbon was red and white, the Order of 
the Cross of Valor. I stared at the girl wnth a new feehng 
of kinship. She was from the Home Army. But who was 
she and where from? 

Dr. Gregory was the man to see at once. I burst mto 
Barrack 8. Gregory was sittmg there, smokmg a cigarette 
casually, too casually, it seemed to me. I looked around. 
The Gestapo chief was pav mg a little visit to Barrack 8. 
I suppressed the excitmg news We waited, talking about 
the weather and my cold. Fmally the Gestapo-man left 

“I found a girl m Barrack 2, one of ours. It’s a dreadful 
case,” I said breathlessly. “I must bring her here. And, 
please, Gregory, get a clean sheet somewhere and plenty 
of hot water. It is an exceptional case, I tell }ou. We must 
save her.” 

Dr. Gregory nodded his scarecrow head. 

“All right. Bnng her m,” he said curtly. 

I myself wrote out the Zettel (order) directing the gnrl 
to the “hospital” which Barrack 8 was supposed to be. I 
asked Mana, the nurse, to help me carry the girl from 
Barrack 2 to Barrack 8. 

Dr. Gregory came over to the stretcher we had brmi^t. 
Suddenly, I saw the nonchalance wither on his face. He 
grew pale, tembly pale, as he looked at the gui Ths hard 
bones of his tight jaws stood out on his free He wrung his 
hands till I saw his knuckles as white as his face. Then, 
as he was still looking at the girl, tears be^ to roll (jbwn 
his cheeks. A temble curse escaped fram nis He joat; 
stood there and looked. The ^1 was strQ mysoesckias. 



m 


SILENT IS THE VISTULA 


“Olenka, Olenka,” Gregory w^hispered “Olenka,” and 
his voice broke again. 

Then he turned to me. I was taken aback by the deadly 
quiet of his face. 

“You have some morphine, haven’t you^” 

I handed him whatever I had. 

"You . . . know her^” I asked. My throat was dry. 

Gregory waited a brief moment before he turned to an- 
swer me. When he did, I saw his mouth twitch But his 
voice was cahn. “She is my sister,” he answered, and went 
back to work He washed Olenka s body. I was seized by 
a violent fit of nausea, xmable to stand the sight of her 
wounds and of the worms swarming over her shm, young 
body. Her ribs were broken, and she had suffered bad 
bums, too. 

Olenka breathed heavily. She must have been in great 
pain, despite the morphine. She tossed feverishly and kept 
calling, “Mother, mother!” 

Gregory worked swiftly, carefully. |Ie applied com- 
presses to the swollen knees of the girl. He covered each 
wound with a piece of hnen soaked in limewata:, and 
spread a salve on the bums. 

I took Olenka’s clothes and went out to bum them. The 
Germans drew back in disgust from the heap of garments 
filthy with worms. They muttered something about Polish 
filth. 

The only thing of Olenka’s we kept was her military 
decoration. We vrorked on her in complete silence for 
over an hour. Gregory’s mouth was a strai^^ thin lirift, 
and his eyes were hard. 

Wrapp^ in white dressings, Olenka lay on the stretcher. 
I stayed with her while Dr. Gregcny went off on mysterious 
eiiands. He returned with a rdease for Olraika. She was 
assigaed to one of tl^ hospitals outside of the camp. He 
had a pass for hims elf, too, fear the town of Pruszkow, and 
two passes for two stretcher-bearers, a couple eff boys vrfio 
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had been eagerly looking for an opportunity to get out of 
the camp. 

Without a word, Gregory nodded to them, and the bear- 
ers picked up the stretcher. The doctor turned to me then, 
speaking for the first time since he told me that Oleidca 
was his sister. 

“Ihank you ” he said. And the httle processKHi left the 
camp. 

During the three months of its existence, over five hun- 
dred thousand people passed through the Pruszkow Camp, 
established in the beginnmg of August for the evicted 
inha bitants of war-tom Warsaw in the vast grounds of 
former railroad yards and workshops. While I was there, 
the average daily number of inmates was around ei^teai 
thousand. To care for this multitude, in addition to the 
small ^up of Polish doctors and nurses, there were about 
SIX himdred women from the vicinity of the camp who had 
volunteered to help and had recei-vw German permission 
to do so. Not all ot them could ccane regularly, and there 
were days when there would be no more than oim hundred 
of them on hand. 

To be released frtmi the camp, (me had to be certified 
as sick and be taken to Barracik 2, where Dr. the 

medical head, presided. Dr Koenig was not a bad man, as 
Germans go. He bdiaved quite decently, and sometzmes 
even (dosed his ey^ to whatever the Polish nurses were 
domg. Koenig hked to drmk and the Underground work- 
ers, active at Pruszkow, <hd not discourage him from his 
fav(Mite pastime. 

A long line of nurses filed by his table ev^ day, faring* 
ing lists of the disabled. Skraetimes Koenig wu^ rien 
th^ barrack lists without inspecting them too dkis^, 
s(mietim^ he would insist cm rijecking peraoorily every 
case. Eventually the lists with Koes^s siaiatare vradUi 
go to the Green Car for Gests^ approwL 
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There were ten members of the Under^otmd achv 
within the camp Nme of them were m the Red Cross Th 
tenth, a man, bought his freedom m the camp by heavil 
bribmg the Germans, who permitted hnn to stay there ii 
the behef that he v?as waitmg for his family to come fma 
Wamaw. 

The frame guardhouse near Gate 14, where a smal 
room was reserved for the Pohsh nurses on duty during 
the arrival of transports, served die ends of the Under 
^ound in many ways. The white fence enclosmg the 
on die side of the guardhouse had two removable 
pid^, and often at mght we would smuggle people out 
of the camp that way. On the other side, mey would he 
picked up by the Zonobs, a femily hvmg nearby whose 
boundless 2 eal helped the fugitives to get to safety. 

There was another way in which the guardhouse proved 
unwittmgly valuable to us. The workers from the outside 
who were employed at the camp by the Germans came 
each evenmg, on their way home, to jhe window of the 
guardhouse to present their passes and have them stamped. 
After tihis, diey would lend us their garments and dieir 
cards, enablmg prisoners to leave the camp in peace. In 
that way we smuggled out about a thousand men of the 
Home Army. 

The workers involved in this scheme were all members 
of die Underground from Pruszkow and vicmity. There 
were seventeen of them. By givmg us their cards, they 
exposed both diemselves and their families to extrane 
danger. But there had been only one case when the ruse 
failed to work. 

The German guard who was chedong tide passes was 
dnmfc that mght A Home Army man whom we were he^ 
ing to escape became nervous as he handed over die pass 
card, arousmg the German’s suspicions. He look^ at the 
man carefully. 
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"No,” he said. “You aren’t the same fellow as on the pass 
card. You ve got a different sort of face* 

“Nonsense!” the other workers spoke up. “You talk as if 
you did not know him. Why, Hans, you see him every 
day passing here.” 

“No, he isn’t like himself,” the drunkard insisted. 

It might have all ended amicably, but the Home Army 
m an, afraid of capture and of exposing the wwker who 
had given him his card, knocked down the German and 
began to run. It happened so quickly that before anycxie 
knew what was happenmg the man was quite far away. 
But he had chosen a most dangerous course, across an 
open field He 2 agzagged, running, and the first bullets 
missed him, but when the pursumg Germans got doser 
they shot him dead. 

The goggle-eyed drunkard bragged akmd about how 
smart he was. Then the killers came back to lode for the 
pass card the man had presented. But there was no pass 
card When the German had slumped down after the 
knockout blow, & had dropped the card, and one of the 
nurses had immediately picked it up from the graond. 
Without waiting for the outcome of die chase, ^ had 
found the owner of the card and returned it to himu Thus 
there was no one among the workers -waiting to get 
through Gate 14 who &d not possess his own identity 
papers The German gendarme c laim ed dial the dead 
man had snatched the card ftom his hand, and be could 
not remember the name of the card s owner. In die melee, 
several others escaped from a transport which had arrived 
just then. 

We did what we could to save as many people as posa- 
ble from the dreadful fate of deportation to Gennany or 
d^th. Special units of the Home Army a tt a cke d and ire- 
leased some of the transports on dteir way to Gennany. 
In two of these transp<rts al<me there were ovtsc five diou- 
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sand young men and women selected for slave labor; they 
were set free and safely hidden m the forests. 

One transport after another was arriving from Warsaw, 
where the Germans were pushmg fast toward the center 
of the city It was dawning when I came to the gate to 
look for Barbarka among Ae newcomers. I did not find 
her, but I heard there were some refugees from the Uyaz- 
dov Hospital w'hich was to have been my hospital Excited 
and tearful, I went m quest of people who might know 
what had happened to General Christopher I came across 
Dr. Lesniak, General Christopher s assistant, and he told 
me their story. 

The Uyazdov Hospital had been burned m the first days 
of the Upnsing It was moved then to Pulawska Street, to 
a large apartment house, and it was there that the 
mans had taken him and his companions 

“Did you manage to evacuate all the woundedi^” I asked. 

Dr. l^niak looked at me with bloodshot eyes, 

“Not the typhus and the dysentery** cases,” he said 
grimly "Ihe ward for the contagious diseases was on the 
street floor of that building on Pulawska Street The Ger- 
mans iKimed about it They ordered us out A few of them 
put on masks They brought some cans of gasoline or 
scanething like that, and tdd us that these were the b^ 
doctors for this sort (rf disease. They sprayed the ward and 
the sickbeds with the inflammable fluid. Then they set fire 
to die ward.” 

Involuntarily I started, letting out an exclamation of 
incredulity. Dr. Lesniak looked at me again. 

“I know, I know,” he said in a very tired voice. “You 
don’t bdieve rt No one will perlmps. Some people can’t. 
But I swear to you, I swear on all that’s holy and sacred 
ami wmth loving, that it happened on Pulawska Street, 
and that I ^>eak the truth.” 

About eighty per cent of the p«3ple in the transports 
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that had amved during the mght were either badl\ 
wounded or very sick All looked like skeletons Thosp nf 
us who were wartmg tor their femJies to rf 

Warsaw dreaded the thought of finding them m a simiiar 
condition, half-ahve 

“Are you from Skorupld Street, perhaps'^ I asked one 
woman, helpmg her up. 

“No I am from Krakowslae But that woman, I thinlr b 
from Skorupki Street,” and she pomted to an’ energetio- 
lookmg person sittmg on some beddmg 

“Are you from Skorupb Street^*” I asked, and felt as if 
my heart w^ould stop beatmg 

“Five Skoruph Street, madame,” the woman answered 
pohtely 

“No 5 Did you perhaps know Dr. Gorska from No. 3?” 

“Of course Know her and her family. We w^e bcsnbed 
out together some three weeks ago” 

Three weeks! I calculated qmckly. That was a few days 
after I had sent Barbarka to a “safe place,” to stay with 
Dr Gorska. 

“How was it?“ I asked. I tned to keep my vofce calm. 
The woman did not know I was inquiring for my only 
child. I did not want her to know. I did not want to be fed 
on false optimism. 

"Well, madame, on September 8th we all had to move 
to the cellar of the house at 3 Skorupki Street It was 
crowded to overflowing, but still we managed. We got our 
water from Hoza Street The hospital was not far, dther, 
and there was a field kitchen, and we ware gR tfing a Ixt of 
food there, every day. 

“Then, on September 10th, three bombs aasiied on tibe 
house. It had been half-destioyed before, $sayww. The 
cellar was ruined, too. Half of the people thane did not 
come out ahve. My patroness. Saint Agnes, must have 
taken care of me, her porar servant I hiM In cJlmh over 
piles of bodies to get out” 
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As she was describing the scene, I could see her pushing 
the dead aside to make her way toward the door of the 
cellar I could see her climbing over the pile of corpses, 
through warm, oozang blood. And Barbarka vras there, 
too. 

“And Dr. Gorska? Did she survive?” 

“Oh, yes. She is all right. And so is her husband and her 
son. None of them had been hurt. They even managed to 
save their dog They went to some fnends on MarszaJkow- 
ska Street But that house, too, burned down the very 
next day, I hear, and they had to move on ” 

“And do you remember, by any chance^ . .” I hesitated, 
and told myself that now was ihe time not to cry, but to 
make my voice sound very casual, almost mdifferent. “Do 
you perhaps remember a httle girl that was staymg with 
the Gorskis? A blond gnl with pigtails? She had a Wwn 
fur coat Was she saved, too?” 

The woman moved, a httle impatiently. 

“I don’t remembCT her,” she said, “but I know that the 
Gorslos had no one with them when*^ they moved to 
Marszalkowska Street. That girl must have been lolled 
under the debris So many died there.” 

She smoothed her skut and settled herself more com- 
fortably on her bedding. There was a long silence. Not 
hearing any more questimis, the woman looked up at me 
I tried to turn away. But it was too late. She seized my 
hand. 

“What is it?” she cried. “What did I say now?” 

“No, nrthing.” I found it difficult to speak. “Nothing . . . 
It’s just that . . . that httle girl I was askmg you about . . . 
is my daughter.” 

The wmnan jumped tp, her eyes wide and scared, and 
moved away tomi me. 

It was late in the afternoon, and after a day of strenuous 
|Nreparatioiis I was about to smugi^e out, with a departing 
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transport, two Home Army men and two nurses frran their 
unit who had come with them. Hanka, a trusted member 
of our group in the camp, was leading one of the men, I 
vsras takmg care of the oiber Both of ihem simulated sick- 
ness The girls were on their own, with the others of the 
transport. 

In front of me an old woman was draggmg her feet pain- 
fully, clumsily. She earned a small bundle, and the long 
strmg with which it had been tied trailed after her. It was 
the very thing to arouse the German sense of humor and 
playfulness One of the guards pulled hard at the trailmg 
stnng, and tossed the small bundle up in the air. It came 
down in a shower of small thmgs out of the tom wrap- 
pmg. Some hnen, and a big prayer book filled with hdv 
pictures which had been stuck birtween the pages, which 
now fluttered m the air before they were scattered on the 
ground The guards laughed, as the sick old woman stood 
fliere crying helplessly, unable to bend down and gather 
her pitiful belongings. She begged us to help her, but I 
could not nsk stoppmg with the man I was leading, and 
went on Behmd me, one of the two nurses we were smug- 
gling out of the camp could not bear the scene She 
step^ out of the ranks and knelt down to help the c4d 
woman with her poor relics. The German kicked the girl 
hard. She fell on the ground, moaning. 

“Please don’t,” I heard Hanka’s voice entreating Ae 

guard. - 

But it was too kte. The soldier whom she was 
bounced forward and hit Ae Gennam They were at one 
anoAer s throats before we realized wAat was 
Then tjhcy roll6d on the ground. Tho crowd stood stffl and 

tense A f^ armed nren moved skrsrfy hxward, where Ae 

filgbt was going on. A salvo of ^mfire foBowed. So meone 
shouted. Someone fell OAers withdrew. M it was gww- 
mg dark, we could not see very derafy what was goaag 
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"Please help the girl,” the man who was with me said. 
"Please do something. She’s his wife ” 

I sent the man back to the barrack, and went over to 
the girl. She was still slumped on the ground, unconscious 
and bleedmg. 

“Hanka, help me!” I called. “Or they’U loll her ” 

A German officer, known as the “Frenchman” because 
he had served in the Foreign Legion, saved us then But 
the girl’s husband remained there, in the middle of the 
road to the gate. While he was fighting his wife’s assailant, 
another German had come up from the back and spht his 
head wide open with the butt of his gun His body was 
stfll there when the sound of a loud horn pierced our ears, 
and a car rolled in. It was heavily escorted Obviously, an 
important personage was amving. The “Frenchman” went 
over to the car, which came to a stop in front of the d e ad 
man sprawling across the road. Someone in a gold-braided 
unifonn got out of the car. The Germans ^ sprang to 
attention. We were too far away to hear what die hi^- 
ranldng visitor was saymg but he was obviously angry, as 
he pointed at the body. Two gendarmes ran up immedi- 
ately with a stretcher, and took the corpse away. 

The car passed on and halted in front of Barrack 2. 
Some German officers got out first. 

"Lode! A generall” an awed whisper was heard in our 
groiq). 

Then, two officers d the Home Army got out of the 
car. Their red-and-white armbands could be seen evaa 
from a distance. And they were both bhndfolded. 

A deep sigh reverberated in the group watchmg the car 
closely. We knew what blmdfolds meant for Home Army 
sddiesrs: execution. There had been many executions at 
ti» camp already. On September 12th, five soldiers of the 
Home Army and three officers had been shot by the 
Germans, who scanned the barracks carefully every day 
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to weed out all those whom they suspected of being “ban- 
dits ” Such marked men they would take to a place only 
some five hundred yards from Gate 14, where they shot 
them and dumped their bullet-ridden bodies in a deep 
ditch 

The German general’s aide took the blindfolds off the 
Home Army officers* Another sigh swajed our crowd, a 
bigh of rehef . They were not gomg to be shot then, not 
now, anyway. 

From Barrack 2 the Medical Commission, led by Dr 
Koemg, appeared. It was jomed by some Gestapo officers 
whom I had never seen before. Also present was Dr Kiel- 
basmska, the fat-rumped collaborationist, who was 
dreaded throughout die camp They all saluted the two 
Home Army officers. It was baffling, and none of us could 
understand it at alL 

The whole group left in the direction of Barrack 7. 

“Don’t look It’s awful,” Dr Gregcary’s dull voice «i- 
dressed me from behind I wheeled around. 

“What is it, Gfegoiy,” I pleaded, “I don’t understand 
it.” 

“They are from Mokotow.” 

“But what are they domg here?” 

“It is September 25th fexky,” Dr Greg^ announced. 
“You may as well remember this date. Th^ are nego- 
tiating the surrender of Mc^otow.” 

The large district of Mola^nw, conoMnded by “Karol,” 
was vital strategically, and we knew that large forces of 
the Home Army had been gadwred thwe, Tlw suirondier 
of Mokotow could mean but one thing: the end of the 
Uprising. Our hearts shrank within ns at the very thov^hh 
The mechanized power of die GennaiB and dm Soviet 
silfiTWfl were brmgmg Warsaw to her knees. 

“But why, why did they brmg these two here? 
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“To inspect the camp before they surrender,” Gregory 
answered bitterly “To see where the soldiers will be quar- 
tered. It s clear the Germans have given up their pohcy 
of treatmg us as ‘bandits’ and shootmg Home Army men 
on sight.” 

“After fifty-six days,” Hanka whispered. 

But Mokotow did not actually surrender until two days 
later, on September 27th. From that day on, the road to 
Pruszkow was ahve with long streams of deportees, who 
were marched between mirzzles of machine guns. Occa- 
sionally, the Germans, short of trains, would requisition 
peasant carts for transport. Sometimes German lorries 
would bring in a carload of refugees. 

The church^ along the road from Warsaw, and in the 
nei^borhood of Pruszkow, kept their doors open twenty- 
four hours a day, and they had the Blessed Sacrament ex- 
posed at the main altar. Everybody prayed fervently m 
those days, begging the Almighty for mercy. There was 
nothing left for us to do, but to pray All the misery and 
horror I had seen in the camp paled with the appearance 
of the first batches of civilians to arrive from Mokotow. 

Ihe day the German loud-speakers aimounced trium- 
phantly the news of Mokotow s surrender, there came two , 
Iranspi^ of gassed civilians. Thc»e who had tried to ^t 
fitxn Mokotow to the center of Warsaw through the sew- 
ers were trapped there by poison gas which the Germans 
had used to cut off their only road of escape. 

AhncKt six thousand people from Mokotow came that 
day, on Septeoaber 27th. Many of them were bhnd. Their 
feces ware swoDen, and so were their arms and legs. No 
BKse than a few hundred could open the pufly hds of 
their eyes. 

Anwng these stumbhng diadows, unseemg and unhear- 
ing, I leco^oized Mr. Wroblewski, a shoemaker, whom I 
kMw weD, as aB my shoes used to come from his shop. 
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Wroblewsb could not open bis eyes at all. Under his fore- 
head, where his eyes had been, there was now a purphsh 
roll of flesh and skin 

“Mr Wroblewski,” I c^ed. “It s I, Irena Bytniewska 
What’s happened to youi^” 

The shoemaker slowly turned toward me his bimd and 
disfigured head, and greeted me hsdessly 

“We tned to get to the center of the city from our 
house, my wife and myself,” he said. “Our house burned 
down. We hoped perhaps we could save somethmg from 
our mid-city store at least So we decided to go there. The 
Home Army let us leave Mokotow by way of the sewers. 
I had gone through them once before. The sewers there 
aren’t as bad as m other parts of the city. Most of the tirne 
they are qmte wide, and one can bear going throu^ them 
even though it’s such a long way. My wife was with me. 
Nearly a himdred and fifty pec^e were in the party with 
us. And then, at a certain place, I do not know where it 
was, we began to choke. People began to scream. I think I 
shouted, too. But then I couldn’t hear anything any mxe. 
My wife fell. I tried to drag her after me, but could not 
People dropped one after another. It was some dreadful 
it attadcs your eyes. You begin to weep ct^iously, 
and soon you see nothing. Nothing at aD. Five dP us ^ 
out of the sewers. My wife I left there. My wife, and s 
hundred and forty others.” 

Wroblewski was sitting with his head low, his hand 
over his ey^ as if the h^t hurt him, too. Hundreds of 
people sat that same way. The German |diysicians exam- 
ining these helpless human puppds tried to jpiy open 
their swollen lids and look at the victim’s hot in 

vam. 

The Gestapo offices went around with 4e docton. 
They made no comment, but ordered aB the people firom 
Mokotow out of the can^ qukUy. Special trains were 
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brought in to remove them, trains made up of regular pas 
senger cars, with German nurses aboard. A few of our" 
camp nurses were ordered to accompany the transport of 
the blinded gas casualties. We never learned what became 
of them. 
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i A HAN’T PALLS OF SMOKE hiuig 0 %’er WaTsaw, 
but we could still bear that the city was fighting even 
after the surrender of Mokotow And then, on September 
29th, a car drew up at the camp s gate and three Home 
Army oflScers, with their conspicuous red-and-white arm- 
bands, got out of It They were taken to Barrack 7, just 
like the two oflacers from Mokotow four da\s earher 
“Who are they^” we wondered, “and what does it all 
meani^” 


A few hours after they left, the German loud-speakers 
blared forth agam “The distnct of Zolibonz has surren- 
dered The rebels will be recognized as ‘jMtnots’ and be 
treated as prisoners of war” 

We thanked Gqd for that Zohborz, situated on the left 
bank of the Vistula beyond the distnct of the Old Town, 
had been one of the newest and finest quarters of the 
capital It included small villas set in gardens, massive 
modem cooperative houses and settlements fear workers. 


a newfangled impre^onistic theatre and progressive 
schools. 


Dr Gregory was mopmg in his comer of Barrack 8. The 
news of the surrender first of Mokotow and then (rf T/At- 


borz came as heavy blows to him, 

“It might be anomer of their damn tncks, you know,” he 
tried to cheer me up “Perhaps it s not true, after aH We 
have not had any transpOTts of Home Army men so far, 
have we?” 


“No Not yet” 

That night our group of nurses held an isfonnal oouocfl 
of war Janina, the mtexpreter, had called ns together. As 

usual, she had the best infonnatk». 
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“The Home Anny will be quartered in Barrack 7. How 
about coUectmg some money, those of us who have any, 
that IS, and gettmg some cigarettes and apples for the 
bo)s^” she suggested. 

The idea w’as approved by all wholeheartedly A few 
thousand zlotys were collected on the spot and three 
nurses were assigned to make the purchases Janma and 
Maria were to get the cigarettes Hanka promised to fur- 
nish the apples, claimmg that she had a way of smuggling 
in a quantity of them. 

We had to work hard that day and the one foUowmg to 
shp through the gate, in small bundles, our provisions for 
the expected boys of the Home Army We collected inside 
the camp severd thousand cigarettes and two large sacks 
of apples 

Gate 14 swung open slowly after imdmght A freight 
train, compnsmg eighteen cars, pulled m Dr Gregory and 
I were on watch. “For repairs or somethmg,” I ventured a 
guess. 

Gregory squeezed my hand and put a wammg jfinger to 
his lips. His eyes alertly followed die train The cars, un- 
like those us^ by the Germans for ordmary transports, 
w&xt not open. Their small windows were wired. On top 
of eadi car rode a German gendarme, heavily armed 

“Home Army?* I whispered very gently in Gregory’s 
ear. He nodded his eyes still on the tram. It would have 
been imprudent to approach that train at night. We sat 
down close to the wall, on the grass, and stayed there 
until dawn, waiting patiently for the unloading of the cars 

It was after six when the Germans began to nulnad 
them. I stood with my back against a tree, and watched 
our boys leave the cars one by one, in an orderly, unhur- 
ried, cpiet manner. They looked wom-out and miserable, 
Inrt wrae dean and m<%t properly dressed. I remem- 
bered well how careful our men used to be about their 
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clothes and general appearance Certainly they even now 
looked like soldiers 

Upon leaving their cars, they gathered in regular ranks 
nninediately and stood m fonnation. They did not look 
around Gregory and I counted about a thousand Home 
Army men in that first transport They earned out their 
own wounded from one of the cars. Some were on stretch- 
ers, others on crutches Two of the cars had brought 
women, both soldiers and nurses I stood lookmg at them, 
holdmg on tight to the rough bark of the tree 

“Get out or here, if you want to bawl like an idiot,” 
Gregory barked at me. 

I had not been aware ihat I was ciying Gregory counted 
forty-two officers among the prisoners Covered by a heavy 
cordon of Germans, lined along the entire road from the 
gate to Barrack 7, the Home Army prisoners marched un- 
der the command of their officers. The Germans saluted. 
A German car followed the march, and a man with a roov- 
mg-picture camera perched on. it kept grinding his ma- 
chme. Let the wolld see how humanely, how gaUantly the 
Reich was treatmg the Polish “bandits” after alll 

It was hard to get to Barrack 7 to brmg food or cig- 
arettes for our soldiers. We watched for the changes m 
the guards, and tried to find one that would not mind eam- 
mg a bit of money the easy way. About noon that day we 
found the right man. Those of us who had seen how pooify 
and thinly dad our soldiers were reported it to the others, 
and soon seven “outside” nurses were sccHirmg the town 
for some decent dothes for the soldiers The peofAe of 
Pruszkow responded handsomely. All day kna whife the 
“unseemg” German sddier was on guard, we Is^ smug- 
gliug into Barrack 7 shirts, sweaters, smts, underwear, 
canteens and jugs, toothbru^es, soap, blankets, food and 
medicine. 

The sick and the wounded and the Home Army women 
were quartered in Barradc 8 into 'idbich no one was d- 



256 


SHJEXT IS THE VISTULA 


lowed on the first day. But when I tned my luck on the 
second day, the soldier on guard let me go through, after 
checkmg my usual pass. 

The wounded bovs of the Home Army occupied all the 
primitiie bunks m Dr. Gregory’s ‘Tiospital” at Barrack 8 
As I was looking over the rows of wounded, Dr Gregory 
came out of his oflSice and called out loud, addressmg him- 
self to the nurses present: "WiU one of you please come 
here for a mmute'^” 

I rushed over quickly, anxious to be the first to reach 
him. He nodded, without a simle, and led the way into his 
ofBce Two men were sittmg there, both wounded, a heu- 
tenant and a sergeant The heutenant had but one leg 
They not only wore Home Army armbands, but were in 
Polish uniforms 

“She’s one of yours, too,” Gregory pointed toward me, as 
he went to -work on die lieutenant’s stump of a leg. 

“Do you know anything about Powisle, about J^bar’s 
Group, Group \Tn^’’ I asked. 

“Some of them are still fighting in the center of the 
city, I dunk," he answered, obviously overcoming pain 
I winced, and he noticed it immediately. “Never mmd,” 
he said a htde impatiently. “They won’t be able to hold 
out long there. No food, no arms, no ammumtion You 
know yourself how it is. But we’ll come back sometime 
You know” —and his voice sounded inspired— “you know 
what: I still believe we’ll win. It’s cra 2 y— but I know it 
Hie Uprising won’t go to waste. We have learned a lot 
We’ll fight again, and VTe’Il win.” 

I stood there, deeply shaken. 

“If not for us, then for our children,” the sergeant 
chimed in quietly, without any pose 

1 fnn^d on the sergeant who had uttered that short, 
quiet sentence, and opened my lips to speak out. Then I 
swallowed hard, and said nothing. The sergeant was 
ei^fceen. 
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That afternoon tie second transport of Home Army pris- 
oners from Mokotow was brought m. Then came the third, 
the fourth and the fifth They kept them four days at 
Barrack 7, after which they shipped them off to pnsoner- 
of-war camps m the Reich. 

The German loud-speakers boomed again: “The center 
of the city has fallen mto our hands. The Warsaw Upns- 
mg is over!” 

On October 2nd, in the evening, one more group of 
Home Army delegates reached the Pruszkow Camp. With 
our officers I saw Mme. Maria Tamowska, a representative 
of the Red Cross. Dressed m a black suit and beret, with 
knee-high ridmg boots on, she moved about with her 
usual brisk efficiency. But her very presence was proof 
that our High Command had given up the fi^t. Warsaw 
had been forced to surrender to the Germans after sixty- 
three days of fighting. 

From then on I lived at Gate 14. We learned that all ffic 
inhabitants of W3rsaw were to leave the dty by October 
6th After that date, the Germans announced, they wouM 
shoot on sight all those found in the streets or in the 
houses. Endless streams of people flowed throu^ Gate 14. 
Red-eyed and weary, the nurses were ffiere day and ni^t; 
receivmg the transports, and lookmg for their own ram- 
ifies 

It was on October 6th, I believe, that the largest trans- 
port of Home Army prisoners of war arrived at the can^ 
The boys were swa 3 dng on their feet fran eriiaustion, but 
tned to keep in formation as they passed b^xe the maity 
German <^cer^ who had come to see tiieni. 

The women of the Home Army marched apart fitan the 
men. It had been rumored dbout the can^ that at the last 
mcanent all the women of the Honm Army had been com- 
missioned as officers by our Hi^ Ckanrriiid, so that thry 
would be taken to the Oflags, the o&ers' camps, rather 
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flian to the Stdags, where privates were kept and where 
prisoners were compelled to do hard work 

Among the women officers there marched a httle girl 
She was eight Word about her had spread hke wildfire 
among us The woman with whom the httle gul marched 
was her mother, a second lieutenant m the Home Armv 
The child’s father, also an officer, had been wound^ 
badly during the Uprising, and was in the Holy Quid 
Hospital The girls rank was not an empty gesture. She 
had served in Ae liaison branch and had been decorated 
with a Virtuti Mtlitari, the highest Pohsh military decora- 
tion, an order which neither of her parents had received 

The German officers walked over to the woman and her 
little gnl, those two soldiers of the Home Army that diey 
had fought with all the means at their disposi for sixty- 
three days. They bent low their tall, elegantly uniformed 
figures to see the face of the eight-year-old girl The 
mother stood stiff, unbendmg, motionless The child did 
not smile. She looked at the tall men gravely, without a 
word, without a gesture. And then a sfrange thmg hap- 
pened. The German officers straightened up and stood at 
attrition, saluting the little girl. . . . The column moved on 

An hour later one of the camp nurses, caught while pass- 
ing cigarettes to Hmne Army men, was arrested. The next 
mtaning, whm the remaining prisoners of war were 
marched from Barrack 7 to be loaded into the boxcars that 
were to take them to Germany, there was no more saluting 
An the men got now was a half-pound of dark bread each. 

That night I removed my Red Cross armband, so as not 
to be accosted by inmates in need of help, and went roam- 
ing in the overcrowded Barrack 5. It was cut lengthwise 
by seven |artitions, and I wandered from one to another 
imhuiriedly, looking at people’s wasted bodies and wcaii- 
out faces. 

In the fifth section I stumbled on a woman whose free 
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seemed familiar. I looked hard. Yes, it was Marvsia M , 
my very good friend, who had been so fond of Barbarka! 
A crazy hope surged withm me perhaps she knew some 
thmg about my girl. Perhaps Baibarka was ali\e, after all 

Marysia M looked at me unblmldngly, e\en when I 
stood close to her, without recognizing me at alL 

“Marysia,” I whispered She knew' im' voice. 

“Irena!” she called “Irena! You-here’” She looked at 
me incredulously. 

“But Barbarka’” I cried “They told me .that Bar- 
barka had been killed!” 

Ever since the woman from Skorupld Street had told 
me about the bombing that had spared so few, I had been 
prepared for the news of Barbarka s death. And yet, with 
the blindness of all thtwe who love, I could not 
what I had not seen with my own eyes. 

“What are you talking about, fw God’s sake?” Marysia 
shouted irately. “Barbarka’s alive! I saw her only vester-’ 
day.” 

I moved my lips, I wanted to say something, to smile, 
but could not. 

The transports from Warsaw were coming in now every 
half hour, and I haimted the gate with searching eyes m 
my unremittmg hunt for Barbarka. It began to rain. It 
would stop for a while, and then it would pour again. 

From &e latest arrivals we learned that the Soviet 
planes had bombed the W^em Statkm. Why did they 
bomb the station now, when it was imperafiW for the 
people of Warsaw to get out df the dty as quidl^ is pos- 
sible? Why could rrot their planes have oome over War- 
saw three or two weeks sooner, when it had not yet bem 
too late? 

The water dripped from my hair and down my hadk. 
The deportees from die transports dragged their leadm 
and the German guards not even fatny thna Oi 
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any longer. Some would sit down in tibe mud ciymg. 
When they refused to budge, the Gennan butts prodded 
them along. 

There was one old man whom no amount of prodding 
could make go on. He slumped down not far from the 
Gestapo’s Green Car, and rechned there m the mud, hold- 
ing tenderly a small dog that whnnpered m his arms A 
German guard went over to the old man. I could not hear 
his words, but I saw him stretch out his hand to take the 
litde dog away. The man protested and held on tightly to 
the mongrel. The two pulled at the dog, back and forth, 
shoutmg angrily. The dog howled. Other gendarmes 
found the scene amusmg. They formed a circle around the 
spot, and laughed notously. Twice the old man fell, badly 
beaten up by the young gendarme No one helped him, 
yet he managed to get up. And still he held the dog. 
Finally, the German tore &e dog out of the man’s arms. 
The poor cur whined and panted for breath. The old man 
hurled himself against the German again, and caught him 
by the throat. Cfee of the other gendarmes decided then 
that it was time to intervene. He walked over quietly, and 
shot the old man in the head, from the back. Then he 
slapped his comrade on the Moulder and patted the fnght- 
ened dog. 

The dog growled and whimpered. He tned to bite the 
German who held him now. Perhaps he did, for suddenly 
we all saw the goidarme seize the animal by its hind legs 
and crush its head against the trunk of a tree near by. 
There was no more whining. The transport moved on. 

in the middle of the road, coming from Gate 14, 1 saw 
a tall ma n carrying a bundle. I must have noticed him 
mainly because there was a htde dog runmng beside him, 
and I was still filled with the hrarior of the two useless mur- 
deis I had swn. The tall man moved uncertainly, looking 
around in perplexity. His face was swollen and red. I 
walked over to him, and loo^d at the bundle he was 
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carrying. It was a tiny baby, wrapped up in a dirty 
blanket It was still breathing. I took them to the barrack 
with me, to the doctor s office, and unwrapped the infant 
The man began to cry. 

“Why do you weep?” I asked, more cheerfully than I 
felt “The baby will hve, I tell you.” 

The man looked at his child without answ’ering It lay 
there on the table, purplish, its wilted, pitiful skm co\er- 
mg its thm body. The infant was two weeks old. It did not 
know how to drink from a bottle or from a spoon The 
mother had been killed by a stray shell the day before, 
when they were leaving Warsaw lor the camp 

How much more helpless men are than women, I 
thought I had seen so many women who had lost tibeir 
husbands and were stranded without money and without 
clothes with small children, but they never lodked as 
broken-down and helpless as men. Women lou^t tooth 
and nail for life, and never gave up the way so many moi 
did. ^ 

Vera and another nurse helped me wash the few diapKS 
the man had with him and, eventually, to dispatch him 
and his baby out of camp. He was very ill, and that 
tated his release. 

Back to Gate 14 1 went, straining my eyes and my heart 
in my quest for Barbarka. 1 foum an old wmnan dying 
there. I called another nurse, a gid with beautiful hnnl- 
nous eyra, to attend her. The young nurse had no one to 
wait for; she had received positive infonnafian that her 
whole family had perished. 

More and more Armans were hovermg near the tnais- 
ports. They were pickmg out yoao^ gids and leading diem 
away, we knew not where. None of dwn waa evw seen 
^ain. I kept vigil at the gate. 

One transport pulled in, and as the train slowed down, 
w© all ran to meet it &it it did not stop. It piased by m 
and went on west A shower of scraps of paper friUmd 
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in the air, tliose were messages from the unfortunates on 
board, givmg their names and begging us to notify their 
relatives. The tram then disappeared, leavmg all of us 
with a new hollow feeling Suppose Barbarka was m that 
transport, the one that had not stopped? Would they by- 
pass our camp in the future^ Would they be sendmg them 
to some new places'’ There was one day, after the sur- 
render of October 2nd, when the Prus:^ow Camp had 
received thirty-six thousand people How would I ever be 
able to find my child^ These questions added new tor- 
ments to our old ones. 

Hanka was draggmg two heavy smtcases and I went 
over to help her 

"Whose are they^” I asked. 

“Two women escaped from the transport. We’ll get 
these to dbem later,” Hanka explained “They chanced on 
a kindheaxted German who could not resist the prospect 
of getting a handsome watch for his fianc6e He let them 
pass under the car, and they got away i^oticed.” 

Another transport, the twenty-first that day, was 
coming. 

I hid behind a group of German officers who were 
counting the number of people brought in. Their bacfe 
offered some protection from the slashing rain. The train 
was slowing down, and I prayed that it would stop. It 
did, and car after car began to spit out the manned mass 
of humanity. 

Beyond ^e gate, to the left, where the guard stood with 
his bayonet fixed, an anxious crowd scanned each face 
carefully seeking their dearest ou^. The first ranis passed, 
then the next ones, dozens and hundreds of them, and 
then it seemed like the end. I had strained my eyes all day 
in vam But pjst thi^ a new transport pulled in, a htde 
farther away horn the gate, and shcatly the first ranks (rf 
a new ^noession of deportees began to appear. 
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In the st^dy stream of faces now flowing before me 1 
W one I knew, Wanda S. I leaned forward eagerlv’to 
caU to her But I could not speak The words wc^d'not 
come out of my mouA Behmd Wanda S., I saw a smaU, 
chubby fi^e, waddlmg clumsily m an oversized brown 
^ trudged on stubbornly, valiantly, without a 

tear. There were no words m my throat \et I stood there 
looking at the child Wanda was passmg bv, gi\Tns nw 
but an mdifferent, unrecogmzmg glance I made a gwture 
and moved forward But still I could not speak. 

Barbarka came qmte close to me now. Seeing her so 
close after these weeks of anguish, I could not move, as 
if my feet were rooted m the ^ound 

Barbarka squmted her eyes She was but a few steps 
away from me now She looked at me, and started She 
looked again, and then I saw that she did not recognize 
me, either Out of my parched throat came one croakin? 
word- “Barbarka?” ^ 

And then she^was in my unbelieving anns. The words 
tumbled back into my throat. 

“Don’t cry, Barbarka,” I said “Don’t cry, for I wim’t be 
able to bear it if you cry I tell you, I couldn’t stand it. 
Don’t cry, please ” 

Barbarka did not cry But from the next rank a mfti 
broke out and caught my hands, aibbmg aloud, unable to 
speak a word. It was Pan Yanek, the good friend who had 
taken Barbarka from our post to the nud-eity. 

Salt drops of perspiration rolled down fetm my fore- 
head, into my eyes, into my mouth. Barbarka ciiing to 
my hand, loath to let it go even for a moment She was 
dressed in my skiing suit and my own heavy dioe& Over 
this much-too-large outfit she had on my fm coat, awl, a 
rain hood on her head. She cmried a small handle strapped 
to her shoulders like a ruclsadr, and a small ovemi^ 
bag in her band. 

The mime. Stasia, who bad behri^ided me and slwed 
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her litter wth me, now offered it to Barbarka, Wanda 
and Pan Yanek Durmg the mght I would stretch out my 
hand and touch my cMd hghfly, just to feel that the in- 
credible had happened and that she was there, with me, 
i)Tng close, breathing deeply m her sleep 

Barbarka stirred and woke up Wanda did not sleep, 
nor did Pan Yanek. Yet none of us spoke, none of us has- 
tened to give an account of the days when ffiey had 
thought I was dead, and when I had mourned Barbarkas 
death. 

Before I could understand the miracle of our reunion I 
had to listen carefiilly to what Barbarka said, and to tr>' 
to unagme and fully comprehend what she had gone 
throu^. So I listened avidly to her tale, a quiet tale, for 
Barbarka had never been an overly emotional child, a tale 
in which small thmgs were pathetically mixed with hap- 
penm^ of unsurpassed magmtude. She told of the sup- 
phes (hopped by Soviet planes, and how they were useless 
because fiiey had fallen without parachutes, how our large 
post at the Polytechmc Institute had to surrendar finally, 
how she had met a woman who told her about my death, 
how the house she was in had been destroyed completely 
by a bomb, and that all she had managed to save were 
these few thmgs of mine she was wearing, and none of 
her own And then she said, “Mummyl” and snuggled still 
doser to me, and that was the end of the tale. 

Dr. Koenig was drunk when I asked him for a medicjal 
release few Barbarka the next monnng He pushed back 
his cap, and laughed merrily. 

^Frau Doctor, it seems to me I have had to si^ more 
releases for you than for any other nurse in the whole 
camp. How exane'f*” 

"I pick them up dymg,” I answered tardy. 

Koenig laughed again. But he took a card to write the 
release. I was determined that Barbarka had to leave dm 
camp as socm as possible. Few (wily then would I be free 
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to move, so as to escape deportation to Geniiain' I iTiiL- 

aged to get her out of the camp shortly, and placed I.h- 
at lanechkas, in a small town several miles awa\' froiu 
Praszkow. 

Then I returned to work, no longer afraid of aiiytliing 
the wnrld, for I knew Barbarka was safe, and I could *iiot 
fail her. 



CHAPTER 19 


A WORLD DIES 


It was so early that the gray of the coming 
autumn day had not even broken in the dark sky when 
Dr. Gregory burst into Barrack 5 and rudely awakened 
me. I was sleeping m my dress, as usual. 

"Get up!” 

“What's the matter, Gregory^ Whats happened!^” 

"You can go to Warsaw, if you want to ” 

If I want to^ Good Lord! What was Gregory saymg? 
Go to Warsaw? He had known how intense was my long- 
ing to see the city once more, before the unknown future 
swallowed up Barbarka and me. 

“To Warsaw?” I repeated incredulously. 

"Yes, come on ” He tu^ed at my sleeve impatiendy 
“The Germans are saiding their lorries, and some doctors 
and nurses, to evacuate whatever remaiife of the hospitals 
m the city. But hurry up, if you want to go ” 

Then I began to hesitate. There was so methin g in Greg- 
ory’s voice that made me think of things I had not thought 
of before. 

"Gregory,” I said, “how is it there? Can one, I mean- 
can one lemsm thare?” 

"Would you dare yourself?” he looked at me sharply. 

"I don’t know,” I said unhappily. “Are you going to?” 

“No. But others do, you know.” 

"Tm gtring,” I decided “But I \rant to return.” 

“Afl right We are to gather at Gate 5.” 

There was a crowd of people by the guardhouse dE 
Gate 5 when Gregory and I reached there. Among the 
nurses I saw Stephania, a children’s doctor, happy because 
she had found her fiance. Maria was also there; she 
came been oaae of the wealthiest wmn^ in Warsaw, who 
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had married three days before the Uprising and bad not 
seen her husband smce the outbreak of the fitting. 

Accompanying the nurses and doctors were a few civil- 
ians. At first, this surprised me I thought ihey had been 
granted some special favors by the Germans But I soon 
discovered that they were Germans Rumor had it they 
were mdustnahsts from Germany who had come to survey 
the extent of the destruction of Warsaw. 

We were handed passes which aflow’ed us to move 
freely in Warsaw for a few hours, after our hospital woik 
had been completed We even hoped to get to our hom« 
and take some of the most essential things, if we found 
any, back with us to the camp 
The heavy truck moved on Gregory stood there 
another doctor whom I had never seen at the camp be- 
fore. He nodded to me, rather formally, and said- 
introduce Dr. Zimny^ He s gomg to Warsaw with us and 
probably will have to stay a few days tibere.** 

I nodded coldly, displeased with Gregory’s rashness. 
“What did he say that for-*” I fumed inwardly. 

We entered Warsaw firmn the side (rf Wola, 
district through which I had passed some five ^ 
fore when driven to the Prumow Camp. The staas jw 
corpses I had seen then still remained in the *eds. Or 
were these perhaps new dead? Probably Act TO 
as we could see frcHn a distance small bands of n>e« m 
tattered civilian clothes busy digging large mass 
for the victims, and dragging the corp^ 
th em, These were the civilians detained by me Genwro 
to serve as ^vediggers for their own kin- ^ 
bodies I was seeing now must have been itecen^^ 


Long before we reached the hosptal of **^L^***^*^^?^ 
we smelled the stench d decayB^ bodies. 
cemetery by the hospital, but the dead 
very shallow ^ves there. Hi^ swarms of lag 
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files buzzed all around us, not too much disturbed by our 
arrival. 

Chalubmsia Street looked weird There were some 
German posts there, and they built for themselves tents 
of beautiful Turkish rugs. Before one of these tents stood 
a black piano, its polished top carefully dusted off A Gar- 
man pnvate was sittmg m front of the instrument, finger- 
mg the keys As we came closer, the tune became dear, 
and we all shuddered. He was playmg our own national 
anthem Other Germans standmg aroimd the player 
roared with laughter, which did not echo amidst the mute 
nuns of the houses. 

We stayed at the hospital untJ noon, workmg hard and 
without letup. Then they gave us our lunch, a cup of 
ersatz coffee for each person and nothmg else, and we 
understood why both the personnel and the patients of the 
hospital looked so very sick and emaciated. Shortly after 
this '‘Itmch” they let us go to the city. 

Outside of the hospital’s doors we stood helplessly, not 
knowing where to go, and which of the streets, all httered 
with debris, were at all passable We stood there, with 
heavy hearts. And then we plunged ahead, takmg any 
ruin^ stre^ on our way. 

A few blocks beyond, on a comer, we ran into a group 
of workmen. They shouted at us to hurry up and cross to 
the <^er side of the street. We did. I was not qmte sure 
which street we were on, for certain parts of Warsaw 
could no longer be recognized even by those who had 
spent a lifettoe there. Without asking why, we ran to 
the ruins cm the opposite side. Behmd us came the roar 
of an explosion, fii^tful in the surroundmg scene 
death. Ihe air shool^ and the corpse of a buildmg fell 
heavily where we had stood before. Warsaw had one 
moxe grave to hide the charred bodies of nameless people 
imdei^lh. 
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One of the workers who had warned us now ap- 
proached, and I stopped him. 

“What was it? How did it happen? How did you know 
that house w^ould fall?” I asked him 
The man looked at me with eyes dulled b) pain. 

“You are not from Warsaw, then?” 

“Yes. But I came from the Pruszkow Camp just now.” 
The man waved his hand toward the heap of ashes that 
was left where the ghost of the burned house had stood 
“Our work,” he said, through clenched teeth. “They 
make us destroy Warsaw totally and with our own hands ” 
“What do you mean?” I stammered. 

“I’ll show you,” he said, and he turned away to go. I 
did not follow him at once, and so he stopped agam to 
reassure me with a look. “HI show you,” he repeated. 
“Come along if you want to see it. Ill show you.” The 
man’s voice was beyond hysteria, for suffering was too 
deeply engraved upon him. 

His was the “Second Group,” I learned. The destmctkm 
had been organized with that German efficiency and thor- 
oughness which we often had occasion to admire. Once 
the houses were looted and robbed of all their valuable 
objects, the “First Group” of workers, eight men, would 
be summoned to dnfl holes. The “Second Group” then 
came with explosives, and would attach a fuse with a h»g 
wire reaching into the courtyard of each battered hoise. 
To admmister the coup de grace, there the "Thitd 
Group” which would appear last, with torches and mme 
inflammable mixture, to li^t the fuss and finidh the 
work of demolition. 

Warsaw had surrendered on October 2nd. On October 
3rd the systematic destructkHi (rf whatever had been left 
standing in Warsaw had begun. From house to home, 
&om street to stre^, the Germans drove tibeir ID-fed slavm 
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to set tie torci or to raze entire blocks, most of which 
could hardly ever be rebuilt Yet, to our compatriots m 
the demohbon squads, their work was hke murdermg 
their dearest friends. 

I begged the workers to let me go into one of the 
doomed houses. I went upstaurs while they planted in the 
basement the long sausages of explosives. The first-floor 
apartment was burned out The second one, too. On the 
third floor the door to the apartment had been tom off its 
lunges and thrown on the marble staircase, formmg some- 
thing like a bndge into the hallway The apartment itself 
had been destroyed but little. I stepped on the door and 
felt it wobble. There must be something underneath, I de- 
cided. There were ra^ heaped here and there, an old- 
fashioned photograph of a mustached man on the wall, a 
fancy coach for a baby doll, a htde girl must have lived 
here, I concluded. Just then they cmled us from down 
below to come back. It was time for the “Third Group” to 
take over, it seemed. 

“Let’s do somethmg about this door,”"! pleaded with 
one of the workmen, an engineer. “Let’s just pick it up. 
Somehow I can’t stand the thought of leaving it here.” 

The maa bent down, without a word, to pick up the 
door. One of them, new on the job, stumbled agamst a 
brick and fell on what seemed like a heap of debris. Sud- 
denly, he screamed hysterically, and j'umped to his feet, 
shaldng. He had fallen on the charred body of a woman, 
eoverm with brick dust. The other men looked on 
quietly. They had seen worse things. The woman’s corpse, 
one of counties thousands, would soon be buned under 
a mound of rubble with the danolition of the house. In a 
few minutes, when we were but a short distance away, 
the big apartment building blew up and collapsed. 

On Towarowa Street, a brand-new pole attracted our 
attentkffL A large poster hung frcan it. In strikmg, bold. 
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red letters against a background of white, it read m 
Polish 

“Poles! Look around you and think What you are seeing 
IS the result of your own naive creduhty You chose to 
beheve in England, in Amenca and in Soviet Russia, the 
tyrants of the world Had you gone with us, you wnild 
not have been betrayed ,so basely or suffered so much 
Your Alhes have put a knife to your throat. Poles! It is 
high time you awakened!” 

On Hoza Street, the red corpse of a trolley car, once 
used by the Home Army in the foundation of a barricade, 
was sprawled, its dead wires hangmg loose. On Sikcnrski 
Avenue, on top of Warsaw’s bloodiest barricade, the Ger- 
mans had replaced the red and white banner of Pdbnd 
with a red flag displaymg the Swastika in the center. 

A German was coming toward us on a bicyde, and we 
moved aside instinctively. He was hnom the Gestapo, an 
officer As he passed close by me, I heard him mutter in 
Pohsh, as if tall^g to himself: “Damn the drunken swine! 
Before an officer’s inspection, too.” 

His was a pure Warsaw accent, and I could not restrain 
an impulse. 

“Wait a moment,” I said loudly 

The Gestapo officer stopped and looked at me over his 
shoulder. 

“Why did you swear so?” I adced, studying his &oe. 
No, it was no one I knew. , 

“I don’t like my soldias to get drunk rdiOT 4^ kn^ 
I am coming for an inspection,” he answer^ indigaially, 
but without showing surprise at my intrusion. 

"What soldiers?” 

“Mme, of coume.” .. 

"Germans^ I asked, more curioiis &aa **^^* ^, , 

**Aiid wiiat otiiers?” he And hestfeilW* 

"You speak Polish so wdi,” I obsaved hesitw^. 
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"I am from Warsaw, myself,” lie answered We were 
like two persons reachmg for one anotlier m a big, dark 
house, stretching out their hands, imwiUmg to move for- 
ward for fear of makmg a wrong step that might lead to 
calamity. 

“Do you want a pass or something I could give you?” 
the Gestapo officer said, and I felt that he was one of our 
men 

“No, t’hflTik you We came here to evacuate the hospitals. 
Our papers are in order.” 

“Just as you wish,” he answered indifferently, and put 
his foot on the pedal. Was he what he seemed to be? I 
wondered. The Gestapo-man saluted as he started, and 
said* “I won’t be wearmg this uniform long. Shortly, it’ll 
be the proper one.” And he was gone. 

New seeds of vengeance and of batde had sprouted al- 
ready amidst the ruins of Warsaw, seeds which no foes 
could bum out. 

My pilgrimage through the cemetery that was Warsaw 
went on. The only inhabitants I encountered were wild 
cats and emaciated dogs The Germans would shoot them 
on sight Here there was a tmy pillow of damty lace, there 
a doU with wide-open eyes lay on the top of a pile of 
debris. 

I stopped at one of the barricades on Koszykowa Street, 
^ere the beautiful aty hbrary used to stand. I edged my 
way into the narrow opemng of a primitive pillbox, and 
sat down in the j^ce once occupied by our sharpshooter. 
The earth, amid^ the tom-out blocks of the sidewalk, was 
humid, and I thou^t it was humid with the blood of 
those who had defended this post. I saw something small 
and shmy lying half-buried mere, and picked it up. It 
was a gmall icon I knew well: Our Lady of the Insurgents 
I wiped it off automatically with the hmn of my dress, half- 
surpr^ed that thoB were no traces of blood on me. But 
then, this was October 16th, fourteen days after the fight- 
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mg had stopped The good earth had had tune to swallow 
up the blood. 

I was to return to the camp on another lorr\% with a 
di£Ferent party The o£Bcer who w'as arranging for mv 
transportation was a Ukramian, but he spoke almost flaw- 
less Pohsh While waitmg for the final permission of his 
colonel to take off for Prusdcow, he explained- “We are 
now loadmg the National Library and some pamtings, to 
save them from destruction They’ll bum and raze everv- 
fhm g here ” he sighed 

I sat on a pile of rabble and w-aited for the colonel 
Then I saw the Ukramian commg back toward me, lead- 
ing a higher officer and helpmg hun at the more difficult 
crossings. I was clutchmg my pass. The colonel examined 
it carefully. “A matter of r^ tape merely,” he said po- 
htely He was handmg my pass back to me wl»n 6avm 
the street the tall, dark figure of a man emerged. He was 
stooped and wore a black civilian overcoat 

I looked at the tall, thin man. He was dimbing a huge 
mound of debris, movmg up and up, slowly, with diffi- 
culty, and yet purposefully and with determination. Spon- 
taneously I started for that mountam of debns, and tlusn I 
ran, for I was sure already, commg a htde closer, thid the 
man was Ghnstc^er, my leader, my commander, the 
man who had drawn me into the ranks of the Under- 
ground, the brilliant surgeon from die Uyazdov Hospital, 
the Tnan wh(XQ I admired and loved nKire than anyone 
else I had ever come in touch with. CJhristo|^»er, Gcnenl 
Christopher. God was good if He had let Christr^iliar live. 
God was kind and merciful 

I ran toward him, teurs streaming down my face. I had 
no time to wipe them or to rebdte mysdtf for crying at 
all when I should have been so happy. 

I was now but a few steps away litwi him, hot he 
did not see me. I oouH wait no longer, I seized hii hnd 
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and called “Dr. Chnstopherl Christopher!” and then I 
caught myself and stuck my fist m my mouth, not to cry 
out his name too loudly 

From the far end of the street, they were shoutmg some- 
thmg to me, but I paid no heed. I clasped Christopher s 
hand It stayed meekly m mme, lifeless and hmp 

“General,” I implored “General Christopher!” 

The tall man stopped He looked at me Then he shook 
his head When he finally spoke, his voice sounded dull 
and qu^r. 

"Who are you?” he asked. 

I shivered He had known me so well. He had been kin d 
to me so many times, offermg encouragement and praise. 
He had trusted me. 

“It s I, Doctor . . . It’s I, Aneri. Don’t you recognize me?” 
My voice was breakmg with the terrible urgency of the 
moment, with shock and with fright 

“I don’t know you,” Christopher said, and his eyes did 
not see me. 

“But you do! I am Aneri. You know me. I have worked 
with you ever since 1939.” 

Christopher shook his head. Then he rubbed his fore- 
head. 

“Oh, yes, y« ... Of course,” he said. “Of course, I re- 
member pu. I am ^d to see you before I leave for 
jsjcaioow* 

“Before you leave?” 

It began to dawn on me then, but I could not believe 
it Not Chrfatopher, no. It was impossible, he could not 
have gone mad Not Christopher. 

“Yes, leaving,” he said, still in that queer, small voice. 
"Leaving for Krakow. We are evacuating our h(%)ital 
thesD^ didn’t you know?” And he waved his hand 

Hjs hospit^? But I had seen the pitiful remains of his 
hosjatal brou^t to the Pruszkow Camp. I had talked with 
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his own assistant Without looking, Christof^er started 
chmbmg again. I caught hun by the hand. 

“I have seen your nephew in the Pruszfcow Camp. He 
went to Krakow, too,” I said quickly. 

Christopher stopped for a second. 

“A nephew, I have no ... oh, yes .. . Please teO him that 
his entire family has been murdered.” 

He began to cdimb agam. I heard the colonel’s shouts 
and saw his aide, the Ukrainian heutenant coming 
towards me. Agam I seized Christopher s hand. 

“Please go with me. Doctor,” I spoke rapidly. Tm 
gomg to Kr^ow, too. Please, come with me! Well wodk 
together agam.” 

Christopher freed himself gently. He raised his hand, 
showed me the desolate nuns all around us, and went on 
without a word. But then he turned his he^ toward me 
and said in this new dull voice erf his: “Rememberr 

He looked upward again, toward heaven, as he dmahed 
to the top of the heap of debris and began to disappear, 
the smoke of th& sm<^ered fires envdoping him as in a 
fog. 

The colonel’s aide pulled at my sleeve and urged me 
to go back to die lorry. 

Christopher vanish^ I was leaving Warsaw, for how 
long 1 knew not And all I saw were smouldering ruins, 
decaying bodies and the upturned bowels of the es^ rich 
with the blcKxi of those who had loved too well and fov^rt: 
too hard to live; 

The motor of the heavy kcry ^nwled- Onoe mcRi I 
turned back to see the ruins of tte dty that had to 
stubbornly for its death and fmr its ^bey, heedleai ofmoae 
to whom the wcads “justice,” “alliance* or Twuthedbood” 
were' mere slo^ns Ine stumps of the dead housea of the 
dead city I was leaving behind me ponited heawsKwards, 
like the arms erf the cross cm which me G!od-Maai had caaoe 
died unjustly, and venly for those who had GQm. 




POSTSCRIPT 


From Camp Pruszkow, upon my return from 
Warsaw, 1 was transferred on October 26th to 
a newly established hospital camp at Piastow. 
Here I was assigned to serve as a nurse As the 
Russian advance developed, this camp at Pias- 
tow was about to be evacuated, with Us person- 
nel, to Germany. 

I soured a “safe conducf pass from the Pias- 
tow administration on November 5th, and made 
use of tt during the confusion attending the Ger- 
man retreat to fee with Barbarha to Krakow 
where we remained in hiding for Kwne montlu. 

I left Poland as the wife of an American citi- 
zen and proceeded to the United States on 
the exchange ship “Gripsholm* Barbarka and I 
landed in New York on February 21st, 1945. 



